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Polite Muſical Companion. 


BEING 


A choice Collection of the moſt favorite SONGS 
and AIRS, from OreERas, PLars, the 
PuBLIC GARDENS, &c. &c, and PRIVATE 
 PERsONS, many of which have never appeared 
before in Print. 
| To which is added 
A complete Collection of CounTRY-DANCEs ; 


'NUETS, from St. James's, the Caſtle of Dub - 
lin, &c, &c, (fold in London for five ſhillings.) 
V' 
Genteel ToasTs, SENTIMENTS, HoB-Nozs, 


&c, not to be met with in any Publication of 
this kind, | | | 
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Many Publications ſimilar to this having lately 
appeared under pompous Titles, the judicious 


difference between GENUINE and SPURIOUS ; 


all others being moſtly of the Denomination of 
CATCH-PENNY's, 
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ALPHABETICAL LIST 


V 


S ON GS. 


A. 
A one bright ſummer's ſultry day 21 
Ariadne one morning 35 
Ah! think not to deceive me 66 
A youth adorned with every art | 42 
As flows the cool and purling rill 57 
Ah whence the ſoft pangs which I feel 70 
All you who wou'd wiſh to ſucceed 81 
As Colin rang'd early one morning 111 
As tink'ring Tom thro' ſtreets 114 
 Aſkif yon damaſk roſe is ſweet 119 
Ah! my friends you little know 103 
All in the downs the fleet was moor'd 122 
As I went to the wake that is held in the green 144 
A band of Cupids t' other day 143 
Ah! ceaſe this affection 5 
Away, to the copſe lead the way | 22 
At the ſign of the horſe, old Spintext of courſe 163 
 Acurſe attends that woman's love 170 
A 2 B. BRIGHT 
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B. 


BUT: oh 1 ſweet Miſs your temper keep! 
But now let me flaunt it, 

Bright the ſky,, and calm the ocean, 
Behold this fair goblet, 'twas carv'd 
Believe, my ſighs, my tears, my dear 
Briſk wine and women are 

By the gaily circling glaſs 

Baniſh Pw, lets drink and be merry 
Bear, oh bear me of a ſudden 

By ſome I am told I am wrinkled and old 


Bs 
ONTENTED I am and contented 
Come buſtle, buſtle, drink about 
Can ſuch uſage be borne 
Come haſte to the wedding, ye fr ends 
Cupid, god of ſoft perſuaſion 
_ Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
Caſt, my love, thine eyes around 
Come cheer up, my lads 
Come, Chloe, and give me ſweet kiſſes 
Come Roger and Nell | 
Come, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks 
Come rouſe, brother ſportſman, the hunters 
Come let us begin, for the clock has {truck 
Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſtering railer 


D. | 
INNER o'er, and grace ſaid, 
Drink to me only with thine eyes 
DPe'el take the wars that hurry'd Willy 


F. | 
E ERV mortal ſome favorite pleaſure | 


* FOOL, 


I EF. 
I F. 
WOOL, fool in grain ; 12 
A F Fair and ſweet 40 
Free from ſorrow, free from ſtrife 48 
Poor various purpoſes ſerves the fan 80 
Pair Kitty, beautiful and young 101 
"i From the man whom I love | 124 
Prom tyrant laws and cuſtoms free 151 
3 Fill, fill, fill the glaſs, | 154 
Y | * 
$ ENTLE youth, ah tell me vhy 52 
I | Gratitude with ſmiling face 73 
E Go, lovely roſe, tell her 100 
Guardian angels, now protect me, 162 
1 | 
X | I. | 
5 APPY the nymph who ne'er can know 7 b 
8 Hear me, blooming goddeſs, 66 i 
Hail tothy living ſight 41 il 
Hope, thou nurſe of young defire 61 1 
How happy were my days 'till now 54 . 
3 How bleſt the maid whoſe boſom 8 5 
3 How can I my heart ſurrender 57 
How happy was I my blithe Jockey to ſce 68 
by Hark, hark the joy inſpiring horn 71 ; 
i Hark what diſcord fills our ears 84 i 
> Hark! tis I your own true lover 82 [7 
How happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs 136 1 
He that will not merry, merry be 103 1 
How ſhall I in language weax 14 15 
Hail England, old England | 155 31 
How happy could I be with either 59 16 
He's as tight a lad to ſee to 63 1 
Here's a good old ſong made by a good 156 14 
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Saw what ſeem'd a harmleſs child 
I will have my humour, I'll pleaſe 
If I have ſome—little—beauty _ 
If a kiſs you wou'd gain, 
I am yourg and I am friendleſs 
Tf that's all you want who the plague 


In infancy our hopes and fears 


It o'er the cruel tyrant love 


If love with cruel dart 
If love's a ſweet paſſion 


In April when primroſes paint the ſweet 


] made love to Kate 


In Italy, Germany, France I have been 


I'll fly theſe groves, this hated thade 


In the days of my youth 


Indeed forſooth a pretty youth 
Jupiter wenches and drinks 


L. 
ET heroes delight in toils of war 
Let beauty with the ſun ariſe 


Lovely nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh, 


Lord ! Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy 
Let gay ones and great 

Let rakes and libertines reſign'd 

Let not rage thy boſom firing 


Life's a garden rich in treaſure 


Let maſonry from pole to pole 

Laſt week in the grove 

Let the crave and the gay 

Let me wander not unſeen 

Let the tempeſt of war 

Love's a dream of mighty picaſure 

Let other men ſing of ls gocldeſles bright 
Let the learn'd and unlearn'd fill plan 

Let poets prate of Venus' caarms 
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One morning, by appointment, Maria 
Of women to tell you my mind 


Oh! what a ſimpleton was I 


On talk not to me of the wealth ſhe poſſe 83 


1 vii ] 


| M. 
Y heart's my own, my will is free 52 
My Jenny and [I have toil'd 7 


My temples with cluſters of grapes 
My fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt 
Mankind ſo deceitful are grown | 
Mr. Simkin, I'd have you to know 
My aunt an old maiden of three-ſcore 
N. 

NOW old England's flag is Commander 

Now May her charms diſcloſes 
No longer let whimſical Songſters compare 
Near the fide of a pond, at the foot of a hill 
No nywph that trips the verdant plains 


Near a thick grove whoſe deep 
Now the happy knot is ty'd 


3 O. | 
NE evening good humour took wit as his 
On a brook's graſſy brink, in the 


(ur chorus to Bacchus, to Bacchus 


O Death and Hell! 


On! had I been by fate decreed 
Oons, neighbour, ne'er bluſh at a trifle 
Onee the gods of the Greeks 

One midſummer morning 

O Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly 
O:d Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil 152 
Once in our lives | 
One conduct's for 

Oh, why will you call me again 
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Oh what pleaſures will abound 61 
Oh me, oh me, what ſhall we do 65 
P. 
USH the bottle about, name the toaſt 37 
Philomel in the hawthorn bower | 76 
Puſh about the briſk bowl 18 
| R, | | 
R*E no more, ye learned aſſes $34 
| | 8. 
IST ERS of the tuneful ſtrain 44 
Still in hopes to get the better 35 
Spring renews the ſmiling year 75 
Say little fooliſh fluttering thing 17 
Sweet echo, ſweeteſt nymph 103 
* ee ! ſee! the full bowl 151 
= Somehow my ſpindle I miſlaid 3 
55 


HE travellers that through deſarts ride 6 
The poor exile, who leaving his friends 7 


The nobleſt heart, like pureſt gold 40 
To heal the ſmart a bee had made 42 
The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O, 13 
I ben hey for a frolickſome life + 
To ſpeak my mind of womenkind 1b, 
There was a jolly miller once ' BO 
Think, my faireſt, how delay 54 
The world is a well furniſh'd table 56 
'The traveller benighted 87 
'To the ſoft murmuring ſtream I will ſing 52, 
T here lived a ſweet lovely dear girl 67 
To pleaſe the bucks of this gay town 74 
To figh and complain Eg 79 
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4 The ſoldier tir'd of wars alarms 60 
Ihhis cold flinty heart it is you who have 168 
The echoing horn | | 62 
Ihe tuneful lark on other wings 82 
Tuho' Cloe's out of faſnion 98 
4 The world, my dear Myra | 99 
Ihe gentle ſwan with graceful pride 87 
The ſun from the eaſt 90 
be virgin when ſoftened by May 91 
AI uVas at the gate of Calais 105 
> To dear Amarillis young Strephon had long 109 
Ihe lark's thrill notes awake the morn ibid. 
Io eaſe his heart and own his flame 110 
The ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 125 
The morning freſh, the ſun in eaſt "TIS 


'Tne fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride 140 
T'other day as I ſat in the Sycamore ſhade 139 
The ſprightly horn awakes the morn 138 
Tom Ramble, a rake of true catholic hope 145 
'Though prudence may preſs me T 
The nymph, who in my boſom reigns 2 
The whims of folks in love to know 4 
To die is nothing; tis our end, we know 6 
Though to have a bout of drinking 4 
16 
17 
59 


'Thoughts to council let me ſee | 

'The hounds are all out, and the morning 

'The modes of the court ſo common are grown 
Thou hat run awa, thou haſt run awa 65 
The women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs 127 
There was a fair maiden, her name it was 161 
There was a miller's daughter > muy 
The gods and the goddeſſes lately did feaſt 170 
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With doubts and fears for her I love 58 
When trees did bud and fields were green 68 


When bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn 
When Venus, queen of ſoft deſires 
When I was a midſhipman in the 
Why muſt I appear ſo deceitful 


| = # | 
HEN firſt the youth his fears forſoo 8 
When bick'rings hot i oY 
When you're boſky, half-ſeas over 11 
With your wife, fir, ne'er diſpute 1bid, 
With ſuch a briſk widow to whirl time away 39 
When love at firſt approach is ſeen 41 i 
While on earth's ſoft lap deſcending _ ibid. 
Was I ſure a life to lead 48 
With the man that I love was I deſtin'd ibid. 
Why, how now, Miſs Pert! 49 
When you meet a tender creature ibid. 
Whence can you inherit 52 
When once love's ſubtle poiſon gains 53 
Well, well, ſay no more | 21 
Was ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with 55 
When we ſee a lover languiſh 56 


Water parted from the ſea | | 15 
When I was young, tho' now I'm old 21 
When late I wander'd o'er the plain 80 
Wou'd you wiſh o'e'r a maid to prevail 83 YZ 
What ſhepherd or nymph of the grove 965 
When firſt I ſaw the graceful maidd 83 
What means that tender ſigh, my dear 120 
With women and wine 119 
While others ſtrip the new fall'n ſnows 126 
When Britain firſt at Heaven's command 128 iz 
When daiſies py'd, and vi'lets blue 131 
W hen all the Attic fire was fled 132 
With ſwords on their thighs 134 
Wherever I'am going, and all the day 142 
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Women and wine compare ſo well 
When firſt I ſaw my fair in bed 

Wine does wonders every day 

When I followed a laſs that was froward 
When beauty on the lover's foul 
Was I a ſhepherd's maid to keep 


4 


. „ | 
VE lads of true ſpirit pay courtſhip 


You impudent man, you! | 


Ve Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes 


Young I am, and ſore afraid 


2 Young Colin having much to ſay 


3 Ye fair poſleſs'd of every charm 


Ve laſſes who long love's 


Yet a while, ſweet ſleep 


Ve fair married dames 


Ye mortals, whom fancies 


'? Young Colin proteſts I'm his joy and 
Ve chearful virgins, have you ſeen 


Ye virgins attend, 


7 Youaſkmeinvain 
Ve ſocial friends of claret and of wit 


154 
19 
ibid. 
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SONG 1 | 
HY muſt I appear ſo deceitful ? 
cannot, dear father, comply 


Ab! could I think him ſo ungrateful, 


With anguiſh I ſurely ſhould die. 


What ſo tender, at parting, he told me, 
Which ſuch joy to my boſom convey'd ; 

When next he was doom'd to behold me, 
Could 1 think would be this way repaid ? 


”* „ 
1 prudence may preſs me, 
And duty diſtreſs me, 
Againſt inclination, O, what can they do! 
No longer a rover, 
His follies are over, 


My heart, my fond heart, ſays my Henry is true, 


The bee, thus as changing, 
From {weet, to ſweet, ranging, 
A roſe ſhould he lizhit on, ne'er withes to ſtray ; 
With raptures poſſeſſing, | 
In one every bleſſing, 


N 9 | "Till, torn from her boſom, he flies far away. 
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SONG III. 
NE conduct's for 
Both love and war, 
The point's to gain poſſeſſion; 
For this we watch 
The enemy's coaſt, 
'Till we, ſleeping, catch 
Them on their poſt: 
Then good b'ye form, 
The fort we ſtorm, 
And by theſe arts, 
Make towns or hearts 
Surrender at diſcretion, 


In love the only battery, 
Which, with ſucceſs, we play, 
To conquer hearts, 1s flattery : 
No fortreſs can its power withſtand, 
Neither cannons, mortars, ſword in hand, 
Can make ſuch way. 


As tis in love, ſo 'tis in war, 
We make believe, 
Miſſead, deceive; 
Pray, what ſerve drums and trumpets for! 
Cannot, and all our force of arms ? 
But with their thundering alarms, 
To tell, not cover, our deſigns; 
Can theſe to trenches, breaches, mines, 
Blockades, or ambuſcades, compare? 
No, all agree 
That policy, 
Is the true art militaire, 


SQ NG IV. 
HE nymph, who in my boſom reigns, 
With ſuch full force my heart enchains, 
That nothing ever can impair, 
'The * ſhe poſſeſſes there. 


1 


Who digs for ſtones of radiant ray, 
Finds baſer matter in his way; 

The worthleſs load he may contemn, 
But prizes ſtill and ſeeks the gem. 


SONG V. 
OME how my ſpindle I miflaid, 
And loſt it underneath the graſs ; 
Damon advancing, bow'd his head, 
And ſaid, what feek you, pretty laſs ? 


A little love, but urg'd with care, 


Oft leads a heart, and leads it far. 


T was paſſing nigh yon ſpreading oak, 
That L my {pindle loft juſt now; 
His knife then kindly Damon took, 
And from the tree he cut a bough. _ 
A little love, &c. &. 
Thus did the youth his time employ, 
While me he tenderly beheld ; 


He talk'd of love, I leap'd for joy, 


For, ah! my heart did fondly yield, 
| A little love, &c, &c. 


SONG VI. 
IR. Simkin, I'd have you to know, 
That for all your fine airs, 
I'm not at my laſt pray'rs, 
Nor put to it 1o, 


That of courſe 1 muſt take up with you; 


For I really, Sir, think, that tho' huſbands are few 
I need not go far off to ſeek, | 
For a better than you any day of the weck. 


To be ſure, I muſt own, I was fooliſh enough, 
To believe all the tenderneſs, nonſenſe, and tuff, 
Which for ever you dinn'd in my ears; 

And when for a while you've been out of my ſight, 
The day has been comfortleſs, dreary the night, 
And my only companions my tears; 

| B 2 | But 


l 4 ] 


But now that's all o'er, 
I hate you, deſpiſe you, will ſee you no more, 


SONG VII. 
HE whims of folks in love to know, 
I believe would fairly poſe Old Nick : 
This moment faſt—next moment ſlow ; 
Now conſenting, 1 
Now repenting, . 


— — - — 
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F Nor at this, or that will ſtick ; 
| But changing ſtill, 
They won 't—they will— 

1 When they mean Ves, they'll anſwer No; 

1 And fume and fret, 2 
1 | | 'This hour to get © 
1 What they diflik'd an hour ago, 13 
1 If you expect to find them here, 5 
1 To t'other ſide they quickly vere; 8. 


The wind and tide, 1980 
In tne ſame mood will longer bide: 
Le two fond turtles, ſide by ide, 
This hour they woo, bo 
And bill and coo ! "43 
Then, by and by, 
No reaſon Why, 
They make the devil and all to do! 


SONG VIII. 
1 fly theſe groves, this hated ſhade, 
| Each found 1 bear, each thing I ſee, 
Remind me, thou perfid ous maid! 
Of vous ſo often maid by thee. 


Bluſh! bluſh, Louiſa! and look there; 

Where's now thy truth? oh! tell me where! wr 
Thy conſtancy's no more; Tag 

And like a wretch, by tempel tolt, 5 

My peace is gone, nay, hope is loft, 
I ſink in ſight of ſhare! 


Ho to have a bout at drinking, 

1 5 When I hear the glaſſes chinking, 

* , » 7 

There's nothing but I'd do, or ſay, 

0 Yet Skirmiſh ne'er ſhall run away. 

l 1 For here is his motto, and ſo there's an end: 


He's none of your flatt'rers, who fawn and are civil; 
But for country, his bottle, his king, or his friend, 
Little Skirmiſh would go half way to the devil. 


Soldiers often fickle prove, 
Who can know his mind for ever ? 
We forgive you falſe in love, | 
But Deſerters never, never. 


SNG X. - 
Af ! ceaſe this affliction, your troubles are paſt, 
| Of care and diſquiet, that ſigh was your laſt : 
Fel How could you once harbour a doubt of my love: 
Ihe girl you convers'd with, the feaſt and the reſt, 
The muſick and dancing was all but a jeſt, 

A frolick deſign'd your affections to prove. 


Believe me, Louiſa reluctant comply'd, 
Her father commanded—intreaty was vain ; 
Or, I ſwear by this hand, I would rather have dy'd, 
Than have given my Henry a moment of pain. 


| AO NG XX, 
WR and wine compare ſo well, 
Py They run in a perfect parallel; 
For women bewitch us when they will, 
—_ | And ſo does wine; 
They make the ſtateſman loſe his ſkill, 
Ihe ſoldier, lawyer, and divine: 
They put ſtrange whims in the graveſt ſkull, 
And ſend their wits to gather wool; 
oo | "D 4 | Then 


TEES 

Then ſince the world thus runs away, 
And women and wine, 
Are like divine; 

Let's love all night, and drink all day! 


SONG XII. | 
O die, is nothing; it is our end, we know; 
But 'tis a ſure releaſe from all our woe; 
5 from the mind to ſet the body free, 
And rid the world of wretched things like me. 


A thouſand ways our troubles here increaſe; 
While care ſucceeding care, deſtroys our peace; 
Why fly we then? what can ſuch comfort give? 
We ceaſe to ſuffer, when we ceaſe to live. 


SONG XIII. 
Saw, what ſeem'd a harmleſs child, 
With wings, and bow, 
And aſpect mild; 
Who ſobb'd, and ſigh'd, and pin'd, 
And begg'd I would ſome boon beſtow, 
On a poor little boy, ſtone blind. 


Not aware of the danger, too foon I comply'd, 
For exulting he cry d, 

And drew from his quiver a dart; 

My pow'r you ſhall know, | 

Then levell'd his bow, 

And wounded me—right in the heart, 
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| S8 0 NG MV. 
HE trav'liers, that through deſarts ride 
By conduct of ſome friendly ſtar; 
When clouds obſcure their truſty guide, 
Out of their courſe muit sander far. 
So I, with penſive care and pain, 
In abſence fill muſt ſtray 
Till you, my ſtar, ſhine out again, 
And light me on my way. 
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n SONG XV. 
{2 APPY the Nymph who ne'er can know 
H Diſtractions which from riches grow, 
Remov'd at diſtance from the great, 
Who willing lives in low eſtate, 


One fountain is her mirror, and her drink, 
And if ſhe's pleas'd, what others think 
It matters not—of joy ſecure, 
- 'Bleſt in the little Heav'n has ſent, 
Her only pride is that ſhe's poor; 
Poor, but content, 


© SUNG XAVL 
$ Will have my humour, I'll pleaſe all my ſenſes, 
a I'{1 neither be ſtinted in love, nor expences : 
I'll dreſs with profuſion, I'll game without mea- 
| ſure, 
You ſhall have the bus' neſs, and I'll RAVE the plea- 
ſure. 


By every incentive I'll rouſe inclination, 
More changing, capricious, and vain, than the 
faſtiion ; 
 Inftort, I'll take care by the bent of my carriage, 
To ſtew you the ſweets and the comforts of mar- 


riage. 
8 S ON G KTYEH., 
1 HE poor exile, who leaving his friends and 
9 his hone, 
Leaves more than his life, more than fortune, or 
fame; 
; Is doom'd, without hows thus inpity'd to roam, 
1 } His ſuff' rings unmourn +": forgotten his name, 
; ' But juſtice condemn'd biw, his ſentenca is paſt, 
His fate is pronounc'd, and he mult be reſign'd; 
With fortune he ſtruggles indeed but at laſt, 
A To her rigid will, Jearns to faſhion his mind. 


B 4 SONG 


TE: 3 
SONG XVIII. 
HEN firſt the youth his fears forſook, 
And that he lov'd, I fondly heard, 9 
What ſweetneſs was in ev'ry look 7 8: 
What eloquence, in ev'ry word ! 


From her whole ſtore, to make me bleſs'd, 
Did fortune bid me chooſe; 

How gladly would J all the reſt 

For love, and him, refuſe, 


SONG XIX, 
'OU impudent man, you! 
Nay, prithee, how can you? 
Indeed, Fl aſſure you, 
Will nothing then cure you ?— 
Nay, now I declare I ſhall never endure you, 


You teaze one to death, 

I'm quite out of breath, 

T hate and abhor this horſe play; 
Beſides 'tis not right, 

To ſee one this fright; _ 

Lord, what do you think folks will ſay? 


I own too much room, 
You have had to preſume, 
Or you ne'er with theſe freedoms would teaze me; 
For though they might pleaſe me, 
And with patience I bore em; 
Yet at leaſt in one's carriage, 
On this ſide of marriage, | | 
One ought to keep up a decorum. 


| SONG XX, 
| F waman to tell you my mind, 
O And I ſpeak from the experience I've had, 
Not two out of fifty you'll find 
Be they daughters or wives, 
But are plagues of our lives, 
And enough to make any man mad, 


The 


2 ͥ :! „ 


E 
The wrong and the right, 
Being ſet in their ſight, 
They're ſure to take hold of the wrong; 
They'll cajole and they'll whimper, 
Th y' whine and they'll ſnivel, 
They'll coax, and they'll ſimper— 
In ſhort, they're the devil; 
And ſo there's an end of my ſong, 


SONG XXI. 


AN ſuch uſage be borne ? 
Inde2d—T'll be ſworn 
He fancies to make me a tool; 
A lacquey, an aſs, 
But I'll not let it paſs, 
No, no, I'm not quite ſuch a fool. 


"Tis all in my head, and no longer Pl ſtay, 
But go and ſee how the nail drives; 
If I find he deſires to be friends, 
| And ſtrives 
For this conduct to make ſome amends, 
Not a ſyllable have I to ſay: 
But if he thinks 
To palm on me this minx, 
Whoſe ſtory's, I warrant, well taught her 
| Lord, how I will uſe him ! 
I'll pom him, revile him, reproach and abuſe 
im, 
And then run away with his daughter, 


RE SONG XXII. 


F I have ſome—little—beauty— 
Can I help it ?—No, not 1 ;— 


Some good luck, too—'tis my duty 
Gifts ſo precious to apply. 
Nature—Fortune-—gave em freely, 
And I'll uſe *em-—quite genteelly. 
| 1 If 


10 J 

If the ſmarts of the ſky 

Cringe, ogle and ſigh, 
Whene'er I pals by; 
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ll And cry, 
ih 1 Looky' there ! 

N 1 What an air! 

| Gods, how fair! 

h } Pray, why. 


(To feed your ſtarch'd pride) 

Muſt J go and hide, 

Till you're made a bride ? 
Who, I? | 

No, no—lIf I do, may Idie. 


| SONG XXIII. 
HEN bick'rings hot, 
To high words got, 
Break out at gamiorum; 
The flame to cool, | 
My golden rule 
Is—puſh about the jorum. 
With firſt on jug, 
Coifs who can lug ? 
Or ſhew me that glib ſpeaker, 
Who her red rag 
In gibe can wag, 


With her mouth full of liquor. 
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| SONG XXIV. 
UT, ah! ſweet Miſs, your temper keep! 
Your peace my boy ſhall ne'er invade; 
Cupid ſhall not break your ſleep, 
\ You ſhall ſtill remain a maid : 
10 All ever-green 
Vl Be Pallas ſeen ! 
Laurels her learned brows adorn ! 
Baleful yew, 
Cypreſs too! 
Roſes alone ne'er deck that thorn, 


ES 


SS EO. I0Þ » 4, 
HEN you're boſky, half-ſeas over, 
Doxies wind you as they pleaſe ; 
'Through their eyes you then diſcover, 
That the moon's a huge green-cheeſe. 
'They have their wits, 
Mind their own hits; 
Nick the fit 
To wheedle abit, 
With a tip 
Of the lip, 
And a roguiſh ſqueeze. 
Jovy, my foul !— 
What does it fay ?— 
Fire the North pole! 
Jove's your valet. — 
When you're boſky, &c. 


. 
ITH your wife, Sir, ne'er diſpute, 
Lady of the manor ſhe; 
Due to her the choiceſt fruit, 
Due to her the branch and tree; 
And you know ſhe'll have her right; 
Yes, Sir, morning, noon, and night, 


SONG XXVII. 
UT now let me flaunt it, 
Rant, flirt it, and jaunt it, 
Gallant it, and dreſs it away ; 
At op'ra and ball, 
Play, concerts, and all, 
J warrant I carry the day. 


I'll make the folks ſtare 
By clubbing my hair ; 
I'll ogle, I'll prattle, 
The dice-box I'll rattle, 
Loſe thouſands and call it mere ſport , 


W nile 


1 


While men all admire me, 
All ladies deſire me, 
Sweet Paris, the pink of the court! 


SONG XXVIIL. 


' ET heroes delight in the toils of the war, 
In maims, blood, and bruiſes, and blows; 
Not a ſword, but a ſword-knot rejoices the Fair: 
And what are rough ſoldiers to beaux: 1 
Away then with laurels! come beauty and love, 9 
And ſilence the trumpet and drum; 1 
Let me with ſoft myrtle my brows bear i in wove, | 

And tenderly combat at home, 


SONG XXIX. 


Death and hell! 
FI Truce with this yell! 
| Blood! whyd'ye bawl fo? : 
Keep the King' s peace within theſe walls, ho! 
Ladies! you can't think it civil, 
In Heaven to play the Devil 1 
And you—you froſty-face dragon! 
You to keep this bolly-rag on! 
Do ſpare your lungs 
This tear away ; BY 
Give your poor tongues In 
One holiday. | 1 


SONG ä | vs 
A\OOL, fool in grain of 
Is he, oy 
Fond and vain, 1 
Of brain * 
uite dizzy, Sb 

Who, when out o'place, 
Hopes at Court an embrace, 1 
PN; IC, th' old fend, *$ 
Will frft pretend 5 _— 


E * 
For his own end, 
To be your friend; 
Caugnkt in 
The gin 
Of fin 
He'll grin 
At your diſgrace. 


SONG XXXI. 
HE pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O, 


The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O, 
The firſt of all ſwains, 


He gladden'd the plains, 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O, 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains, | 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


He ſung it fo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
He melted each maid, 
So ſkilful he play'd, 


No ſhepherd e'er pip'd like the ſweet Willy O. 


All nature obey'd him, the ſweet Willy O; 
Wherever he came, 
What e'er had a name, 


Whenever he ſung follow'd ſweet Willy O. 


He would be a ſoldier, the ſweet Willy O; 
When arm'd in the field, 
With ſword and with ſhield, 
The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charmed them when living, the ſweet willy O; 
And when Willy dy d, 

Twas nature that ſigh'd, 
To part with her all in her ſweet Willy O. 


SONG 


14 ] 


1 SONG XxxXII. 
Wl | F infancy our hopes and fears, 

bil | Were to each other known; 
And friendihip, in our riper years 
1184 Has twin'd our heart in one. 


O clear him then from this offence, 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 
Reſtore him with that innocence 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


SONG XXXIII. 
ON I am and Kos afraid, 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid 
Lead an innocent aſtray? 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 


Men too often we believe, 

And ſhould you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 

Sure my tender heart would break 


8 ON G XXXIV. 
TOW ſhall I in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell! 
Or from my falt'ring tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word, farewell! 


Farewell—but know tho' thus we part 
My thoughts can never ſtray, 

Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay, 


SONG XXXV. 
N Italy, Germany, France I have been, 
Where princes I've liv'd with, where monarch. 
I've ſeen; 
The great have careſs'd me, 
The fair have addreſs'd me, 
Nay, ſmiles, I have had from a queen, 


And, 


E 49 3 
And, now, ſhall a pert, 
Inſignificant flirt, 
With inlalence uſe me; 
Preſume to refuſe me; 


She fancies my pride will be hurt, 
But tout au contraire, 


I'm pleas'd I declare; 


Quite happy, to think, I eſcaped from the ſnare ; 
Serviteur Mam'ſele; my claim I withdraw 


wok where ere my people; fal, lal, lal, la, 


SONG XXXVI. 
ATER parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide; 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or thro' fertile valleys glide: 


Yet in ſcarch of loſt repoſe, 

Doom'd, like me, forlorn to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 

Till it reaches its native home, 


SONG XXXVII. 
F o'er the cruel tyrant love, 
A conqueſt I behev'd; 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 


What was my pride, is now my ſhame, | 


And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not tomy weav'ring mind 

Ihe weakneſs of my heart; 

Which, Ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take the traitor's part. 


SONG. XXXVIII. 
OU aſk me in vain, 
Of what ills I complain, 
W here harbours the tgrment I find; 


6 


8 


18 1 
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In my head, in my heart, if 
It invades ey'ry part, 1. 
And ſubdues both my body and mind. Hi 
Each effort I try, N 
Ev'ry med' cine apply, "_ 
The pangs of my ſoul to appeaſe; be 
But doom'd to indure, 3 
What I mean for a cure, 0 
Turns poiſon and feeds the diſeaſe. 4 


„„ SON G6. XXFIX. 


13 other men ſing of their goddeſſes bright, | 

That darkens the day and enlivens the night, 

I'll fing of a woman of ſuch fleſh and blood 

That a touch of her finger wou'd do your heart 
good. 


wh x MCs 7 e 2 
3 re . 
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Ten times in a day to my charmer I come, 

To tell her my paſſion, but can't, I'm ſtruck dumb; 
For Cupid he ſeizes my heart with ſurprize, 
That my tongue falls a- ſleep at the fight of her eyes. 


Your little dog Pompey, is my rival I ſee, 

You kiſs him, and hug him, but frowns upon me ; 
'Then prithee, dear Charlotte, abuſe not your 
charms, | 

Inſtead of dog Pompey, take me to your arms. 


SONG XI. 


HOUGHTS to council—let me ſee, 
Hum—to be, or not to be, 
| A huſband is the queſtion. 
A cuckold ! muſt that follow ? 
Say what men will, 
Wedlock's a pill, 
Bitter to ſwallow, 
And hard of digeſtion, 
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„ 
But fear makes the danger ſeem double. 
Say, Hymen, what miſchief can trouble 
My peace, ſhou'd I venture to try you ? 
My doors ſhall be lo-Kk'd, 
My windows be block'd ; 
No male in my houſe, 
Not ſo much as a mouſe : 
Then horns, horns, I defy you. 


SONG XII. 


AY little fooliſh flutt'ring thing, 
. Whither, ah ! whither would you wing, 
7 Yourairy flight; | 
Stay here and ling, 
Your miſtreſs to delight. 
No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go; 
Where, you wanton, could you be, 
Half ſo happy as with me ? 


SONG XLII. 


HE Hounds are all out, and the morning does | 
Peep; 


So terribly Iies in my head; 
Beſides my wife cries, my dear do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer in bed, 
My dear boy, 
But cuddle me longer in bed. 


55 Why, how now you ſluggardly ſot! 
How can you, how can you, lie ſnoaring aſleep, 
= While we all on horſeback are got, 
3 ; My brave boys ? 
> While we all on horſeback are got. 
5 0 J cannot get up, for the over night's cup 


Come draw on your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 
Nor tire us with longer delay ; 


The 


. 


The ſick man a while may confide in his ſkill ; 


E . 

The cry of the hounds and the ſight of the hare, 1 
Will chaſe all dull vapours away, 1 
5 My brave boys, = 

Will chaſe all dull vapours away | = 

| SONG XLIII. 5 
USH about the briſk bow], 'twill enliven the J 


heart ; | | 
While thus we fit round on the graſs, 
The lover who talks of his ſuff'rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The wretch who fits watching his ill gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs; 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als. 


The beau, who ſo ſmart with his well powder'd . 
| hair, 1 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, | 5 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 25 

May juſtly be reckon'd an aſs. 1 
The merchant from climate to climate will roam, þ 
Of Craſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; | 5 
And oft' while he's wand'ring, his deary at home, 3 
Claps the horns of an ox on an as. 70 
The lawyer fo grave when he puts in his plea, #8 
With forehead well cover'd with braſs ; 3% 
Tho' he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee, ' kd 
There you, my good friend, are the aſs. Be 


The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; 


But death proves the doctor an aſs. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay; 
By turns take the bottle and laſs ; 
For he who his pleaſures puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. X 
80 | SONG. 


1 
SONG XLIV. 
i INE does wonders ev'ry day, 
1 It makes the heavy light and gay, 
Throws off their melancholy ; 
It makes the buſy toy and play, 
It makes the upright go aſtray, 
And the poor and needy jolly. 


Wine makes trembling cowards bold, 

Men in years forget they're old, 
Women leave their coy diſdaining, 

| Who before were ſhy and cold; 

It makes the miſer flight his cold, 


And the foppiſb entertaining. 


SONG XLV. 
3 * re + follow'd a laſs that was froward and 
1 1 
- O! I ſtuck to "heb ſtiff *till I made her comply, 
| 101 I took her ſo lovingly round the waiſt, 
And Iſmack'd her lips, and J held her laſt, 
7 N When hug'd and haul'd, 
> ne ſqueal'd and ſquall d; 
And tho' ſhe vow'd all I did was in vain, 
Vet I pleas'd her fo well that ſhe bore it again. 
155 Yetl Mears, &c. 
Then hoity toity, 
Whiſbing, friſking, 
Green was her gown upon the graſs ; 
9 ſuch was the joy of our dancing days, 
| Bp Ol ! fuch was the joy of our dancing days. 
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SONG XLVI. 
1855 rouze brother ſportſmen, the hunters 
all cry, 

10 | We've got a good ſcent and a fav'ring ſky; 

5 ſprightly notes, and the lark's early 
; ong 
Will chide the dull ſportſman for ſleeping ſo long. 
Bright 
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„ | 
Bright Phoebus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his 
face, | | 
Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chaſe ; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 
And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his ray. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you perhaps to lie down ; 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown : 


But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place, 


For, as well as her charms, there are charms in 
the chace. | 


Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I ſpy, 


At his bruſh nimbly follows briſk chanter and fly ; 
They ſeize on their prey ; ſee his eye-balls they 


roll : 


We're in at the death—now let's home to the 
| bowl. | 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the 
ON. 2 | 

From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring : 

'Fo George, peace and glory may Heaven diſpenſe, 

And fox hunters flouriſh a thouſand years hence. 


SONG XLVII. 


EAR, oh bear me of a ſudden, 
Some kind ſtroke of ſmiling chance, 
From this land of beef and pudding, 
To dear Italy or France: 


I'm ſick to the ſoul, 
Politicks and ſea-coal, 
Have given me the vapours; 
Their curſed news- papers, 
Their nobbing, | 
Stock-jobbing, 
Are horrors to me: 
I wiſh the whole iſland was ſunk in the ſea. 
| S O N G 
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1 
| SONG XLVIII. 
HEN I were young, tho' now am old, 
48 The men were kind and true; 
But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold, 
| What can a woman do ? 
Now what can a woman do ? 
For men are truly, 


So unruly, 
I tremble at ſeventy two? 


When I were fair—tho' now ſo ſo, 
No hearts were given to rove, 
Our pulſes beat nor faſt, nor ſlow, 
But all was faith, and love; 
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= Now what can a woman do ? 
1 For men are truly, 


Eos 4 | So unruly 
1 I tremble at ſeventy-two 


c i SON G XLIX. 
bt O ! Why will youcall me again, 
©; "Lis in vain, 'tis in vain; 
The pow'rs of a god 
. Cannot quicken this clod, 
Alas 1—it is labour in vain: | | 
DO Venus! my mother, ſome new object give her 
— This blunts all my arrows, and empties my quiver, 


ks . SONG L. 
ELL, well, ſay no more, 
| Sure I told you before ; 
I know the full length of my tether; 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ? 
I can ſpell you and put you together. 


A word to the wiſe 
Will always ſuffice, 
Adſniggers go talk to your parrot f 


. 
p * 


LI 5 "NA . | 1 * * NN wb oo 2 Is £ 
PPT ERS 
Tr 3 * * < 
© 


> 8 * 
* a CES 5 
— . ts THT 8 r 
L Rept tt — n eee — 


I'm 


I'm not ſuch an elf, 
Tho' I fay it myſelf, 
But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 


8 ON II. 
A to the copſe lead away, 
And now, my brave boys, throw off the hounds; 

Il warrant he'll ſhew us ſome play : 

See yonder he ſkulks thro' the ground. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em, my 

bloods, 
Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 

What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 

Betwixt echo the hounds and the horn: 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find; 
So he breaks it and ſcours amain, 
And leaves usat diſtance behind. 
O'er rocks and o'er rivers and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 
Stout Reynard we'll follow, until that he die: 
Chear up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now heſcarce peeps thro' the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue ; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his cunning his life can prolong. 
From our ſtaunch and fleet pack twas in yain 
that he fled, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn ; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 


| SONG LIL. 
Tune, — Te Hounds are all out. 

Ontented I am, and contented I'll be, 

For what can this world more afford, 
Than a laſs who will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar as lociabl y ſtor'd, | 

My brave boys. 

My 


| Wy | 


us | * 

9 My Vault door is open, deſcend and improve, 

That caſk,——aye, that we will try; 

Tiis as rich to the taſte as the lips of your love, 

And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. 

In a piece of ſlit hoop, ſee my candle is ſtuck, 

Iwill light us each bottle to hand: 

I'uhe foot of my elaſs for that purpoſe I broke, 

A s˖ I hate that a bumper thould ſtand, 

y # A Aſiride on a butt, as a butt ſhou'd be ſtrod, 

Is gallop the bruſher along; 

Like grape bleſſing Bacchus, the good fellow's God, 
And a ſentiment give, or a ſong. 

We are dry where we fit, tho' the oozing drops 
I ſeem | 

With pearls the moiſt walls to emboſs; 

P rom the arch, mouldy cob webs in gothic taſte ſtream 

Like ſtucco-work cut out of moſs. | 

When the lamp is brimful how the taper flame 

4 ſhines, | 

Which when moiſture is wanting decays ; 

Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 

Dr elſe there's an end of my blaze. 

Spund thoſe pipes, they're in tune, and thoſe bins 


$2 
7 


4 are well fill'd, | 
; Laie that heap of Old Hock in your rear; 
in Loon bottles are Burgundy! mark how they're pil'd, 


> Like artillery, tier over tier. | 
My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 

2D All gloriouſſy rang'd in review; 

PVWhen [ caſt my eyes round I conſider my caſks 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. 

Like Macedon's Madman my glaſs I'll enjoy, 

4.3 Detying byp, gravel, or gout; 

KI He cry d when he had no more worlds to deitroy, 

III weep when my liquor is out. 


On 


— — — — 
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will I, 
When reeling, I roll on the floor; 
Then my legs muſt be loſt, fo I'll drink as I lie, 
And dare the beſt Buck, to do more. 


"Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, "Mm 


No Hic jacet be cut on my ſtone; 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And fay that His drinking is done, 


My brave boys 


SONG LIII. 

Tune, - Cid ſent on an Errand, &c. 
NE evening, Good Humour took Wit as bis 
gueſt, | | | 

By Friendſhip invited to Gratitude's feaſt ; 
Their liquor was claret, and love was their hoſt, 
Laugh, ſong, and droll ſentiment, garniſh'd each 

toaſt, 


While Freedom and Fancy enlarg'd the deſign, 
And dainties were furniſh'd by Love, Wit, aud 
Vine, | 5 8 . 
Alarm'd, they all heard, at the door a loud knock, 
A watchman hoarſe bawling, 'T was paſt 'Twelve 
o Clock. | 


They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 

And up ſtairs they brought the Impertinent, bound; 

When dragg'd to the light, how much were they 
pleas'd | i 

To ſee twas the grey-glutton Time they had ſeiz'd. 


His glaſs was his lanthorn, his ſcythe was his 
le, | | 


And his ſingle lock dangled adown his ſmooth ſkull; 31 
My friends, quoth he, panting, I thought fit to 


knock, | 


And bid ye begone, for 'tis paſt Twelve 3 1 
Says 


on their ſtumps ſome have fought, and as ſtoutly 3 ; 


% DIE es, Ie RON 
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9 Wars the venom'd-tooth'd Savage, on this advice fix, 
of Hho' nature ſtrikes twelve, folly {till points to fix; 
2 He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear 
"2 ws 1 it, 

o burry'd him into a hogthead of claret. 


„ Wit obſerv'd it was right, while we're yet in our 
by prime, 
There is nothing like claret for killing of Time; 
Love, laughing reply d, Jam pleas'd from my heart, 
„le can't come and put us in mind we muſt part. 


This intruder, rude Time, tho a tyrant long known, 
By Love, Wit, and Wine can be only o erthrown; 
If hercafter he's wanted on any deſign, 

lis He'll always be found in a hogſhead of wine. 


Since Time is confined to our wine, let us think 
'By this rule we are ſure of our time when we drink; 
lt, Heneeſorth let our glafles with bumpers be prim d, 
ach Mc're certain our drinking - muſt now be well tim'd, 


O  Ii4Y. 

Tune, —Slanbuy. 
; 15 lad; of true ſpirit pay courtſhip to Saves, 
cl Reluated from the trouble of thinking; 


3 A tool long ago ſaid, we nothing cou'd know, 
The fellow 1 new nothing of drinking. 
Jo pore over Plato, 
nd, Or pI actiſe with C. 110, 
nd; prongs dunces might make us; 
hey But n en now n. ore wile, 
2 Sel Edenial de ſpiſe, 
2 d. Ju live he the leſlons of Bacchus, 
us ig wigge'd, in ine coach, ſee the Doctor approach; 


* And folemnly up the {tairs paces, 
ull; 4 Travely ſmell on his cane, apply finger to vein, 


t to | And count the repeats with EFImAces, 
: | As he holds pen in hand, 
OCi. IF Liſe and Death's at a fland, 
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A toſs-up which party will take us; 
Away with his cant, 
No preicription we want, 

But the nouriſhing noſtrums of Bacchus, 


We jollily join in the practice of wine, 
While miſers ' midſt millions are pining; 


While ladies are ſcorning, and lovers are mourning, 


We laugh at wealth, wenching and whining, 
Drink, drink, now 'tis prime, 
Toſs a bottle to Time, 
He'll not make ſuch haſte to o'ertake us; 
His threats we prevent, | 
And his cracks we cement, 


By the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus, 


What work there is made by the news- paper trade, 


Of this man and t'other man's ſtation; | 
'The Ins are all bad, and the Outs. are all mad, 
In and Out 1s the cry of the nation, 
The politic patter, | 
Which both parties chatter, 
From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake us; 
With half-pints in hand, 
Independent we'll ſtand, 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 


Be your motion well tim'd, you're charg'd anc 


7 


you're prim'd, 


Have a care Right and left, and make read - 


Right hand to glaſs join—at lips reſt the wine- F 


Put be in your exerciſe ſteady. 
Our levels we boaſt, 
When our women we toaſt, 
May grac!ouſly they undertake us; 
No more we deſire, 
So drink and give fire, 
And volley to Beauty and Bacchus, 


( 27 } 
SONG LV. 
Tune, — Pm like a Skiff on the Occan toſs d. 


S one bright ſummer's ſultry day, 

: 5 For ſake of ſhade I ſought the grove; 
ung, Fhro' thickſet-hedge, on top af hay, 
8. 85 met with mutual Love: 


A youth with one arm round his pretty girl's waiſt, 

On ſmall ſwelling breaſts he his other hand plac'd, 
> While ſhe cry'd Dick be til], 

Pray tell me what's your will? 


„ come (quoth Dick) to have ſome chat.“ 
And cloſe to hers, his lips he ſqueez'd , 
« I gueſs(cries Doll) what you'd be at, 
= « Butnow I won't be teaz'd.” | | 
4. She ſtrove to riſe up, but his ſtrength held her down, 
* _S$Shecall'd out for help! and petition'd the clown, 
O Dick, dear, let me riſe, | 
- © The ſun puts out my eyes. 


10 P11 tear your ſoul out I Lord! theſe men, 
If ever——well——l won't ſubmit. 
© Why? what? the devil !—curſe me then 
© «,You'll fling me in a fit.“ 


Down, like a bent lily, her head dropp'd aſlant, 
Her eyes loſt the day-light, her breath became 


rade, 


{cant, 
ady- And, feebly, on her tongue 
jine— Expiring accents hung. 


Phe chorus birds ſung o'er their heads, 

2&7 The breeze blew ruſiling thro' the grove, 
Nweet ſmelt the hay, on new mown meads, 
All ſeem'd the ſcene of love. | 
Pick offer'd to lift up the laſs as ſhe lay, 
Look, full of tenderneſs, told him to ſtay; 
So ſoon, Dick, will you go? 
vin —— dear me —heigh hol'“ 


C 2 Vi- . 
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Vibrating with heart-heaving lghs, | 
Her tucker trembling to and fro, 
Her crimſon'd cheeks, her gliſt'ning eyes, 
Proclaim'd poſſeſſion's glow. 


Dick bid her farewell, but ſhe, languiſhinz, cry'd, 


As wanton ſhe play'd by her fall'n ſhepherd's tide; 
« A moment! pray ſit ſtill, | 
„ Since now you've had your will,” 


Lord ! (cries the girl) you haſty men, 
Of love afford but one poor proof; 
Our fowls at home, each ſparrow hen, 
Is ten times better off. 
* No! that you ſhou'd not, had I known you: 
deſign, llhave mine; 
But, ſince you've had your will, pray let mc 
«© Bo once more, ere we riſe, 
Do, dear Dick, fave my eyes.” 


cc 


SONG IVI. 
Tune, -A, Chloe on flowers reclined, &. 
O* a brook's graſſy brink, in the willow's co! 
| ſhade, 
The primroſes preſſing, a damſel was laid; s 
She ſmil'd on the tide that roll'd limpid along, 
Beholding herſelf, to herſelf ſung this fong— 


The 'Squire's fine Lady laſt nicht he brought home, 

What! tho' in ſuch gay cloaths from London the”: 
come, 

Had I coſtly faſhions as well ſhou'd I ſeem, 

For fairer my face is, if truth's in this fiream. 


Thro' Church-yard, on Sunday, as flowly I tread, ; 
While gaping louts, grinning, on tombſtones are 


{pread, 


I hear how they praiſe me, I keep on my way, 
And, down-looking, ſeem not to heed what ther 8 


ſay. 
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Sometimes 


= 1 29 1 
Sometimes Lords and Captains, all over perfume, 
Will ſtop me, and tell me, I'm beauty in bloom, 
That I rival the roſe, — that I'm-whiter than ſnow: 


„d. 1 ſimper, and ſimply ſay Don't jeer one fo, 
de; They've preſs'd me, they've promis'd, nay offer'd 
3 me gold, | 
Sometimes (I aſſure them) they've {trove to be bold; 
They've talk'd of my treaſure, they've call'd it a 
1 em, 
Io be lure fo it is, but it is not for them. 
-our No! no! *tis for him, and 'tis only his part, 
ne: Who's the man of my hope, and the hopes of my 
; 1 heart; Nt 
hong Who friendly inſtructs me, who fondly can play, 
And his eyes always ſpeak what his v iſhes wou'd 
s ſay. | | 
The ranging bee ſweets from the honey cup ſips, 
ſweet I taſte love from the touch of his lips; 
Oft my cheek on the fleece of my lambk ins I reſt, 
c But cold is that pillow compar'd to his breait. 
"Tis here for my Fair one her Lover reply'd, 
Ofer the hedge as he leap'd, and light dropp'd at 
, 1 her ſide; 
- She ſtarted! a moment life's bloom left her face, 
—_ Sut quick 'twas recall'd by the warmth of embrace, 
Es = Ns 
She, languiſhing lay in love's tendereſt ſcene, 
And queſtioned the rambler where 'twas he had 
m. 1 been? | | 
read. hy fo he wou'd fright her, —She'd ſcold kim the 
-” a vowd, 
* Huta kiſs was his plea, and that plea was allow'd. 
way, Till by kiſſes o'ercome, to his tranſports the yields, 
ther he landſcapes were loſt, and forgot were the fields; 


times 


Ach felt thoſe ſenſations Suſcepribles prove, 
ho, mutually melting, exchange mutual love. 
12 C4 | 


SONG 
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9:0) NG. I. 
Tune, — 0 the Roaſt Beef of Old England. 


NP? Old England's flag is commander in 

chick, | | 

With Monſieur our Monarch turn'd o'er a new leaf, 

Down, down with French diſhes, up, up with 
roaſt beef, | 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


In flat-bottoms, ſlyly, thoſe ſchemers were coaſting, 
They threaten'd invaſion, but ſpite of their boaſting, 
No ribs of roaſt beef had they; but a rib roaſting. 


While good Engliſh beef, and good Engliſh brown 
beer, 

Pleaſe our taſtes, and each day on our tables ap- 
pear, 

What more can we hope for, or what can we fear 


The Spaniards once ſtrove, by the ſtrength of the! 
guns. > | | 

Lo make us keep lent, and to turn our girls nuns, 

But we ſtill roaſt our beef, for we baſted the Non: 


At Minorca indeed, tho' I ſpeak it with grief, 
Our garriſon fainted for want of relief, 
They grew out of hopes as they grew out of beef, 


But at Minden, well fed, why we there fac'd abou. 
Right and left, van and rear, foot and horſe, 
put to rout; 


They wou'd be in our beeſ—but, avaſt, they were 


Out. 


To plunder our cupboards, France ſent the Bre! 


| fleet, 
We a belly-full gave them without any meat; 


They then fold their plates cauſe they'd nothin; | A 


to eat, 
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ting, 
ting, 


ting 


1 


cet , 


bout. 
Horſe. 


were 


Bre! 
Hon't mark the maim'd covey, but mind better 
Wm; 

ls beauty's the ſport to repay ſportſmen's trouble, 
2 WPud there may our pointers ſtand {till in the ſtubble. 
? 1 00 1 | | To 


: 
thing 


4 beſt :— | 


Y E 7 
ie came, ſaw, and conquer'd, the French lilies 
" droop, 


ouiſbourgh, Montreal, Martinique, Guadaloupe, 


Their towns we toſs'd up, juſt as they ſwallow 


5 


ſoup. 


By the ſtrength of our beef we our bulwarks main- 


; tain, 

As liberty's firſt-born, and lords of the main; 
And thoſe deeds are witneſs'd by France and by 
Spain. | | 

-All Knights, by their titles, in heraldy ſhine, 
Nay, writers romantic have ſtyled ſome divine, 
But what are their Sirs to old England's Sir-loin, 


Let us honour this diſh, 'tis in dignity chief, 

For garniſh will give it the nobleſt relief: 

Here's Liberty, Loyalty, —ave,—and Roaſt Beef. 
' O the roaſt beef, &c, 


SONG LVIII. 
| Tune,—Sing Tantararara Toaſt all. 
T MINNER ofer, and grace ſaid, we'll for bu- 
ſineſs prepare, 
Arrang'd right and left in ſupport of the chair, 
We'll chorus our ſong as the circling toaſt paſſes, 
And manage our bumpers as muſical glaſſes. 


We Sing tantararara toaſt all. 
To your lips, my convivial, the Burgundy lift, 


May we never want courage when put to a ſhift ;— 
Here's what tars diſlike, and what ladies like 
11 (preſs'd! 
What's that? — you may whiſper, why, *tis to be 


* 


— 


Fe fowlers, who eager at partridges aim, 


CS 1 
To game we give law, and game laws we have 
| (kill in,— 1 
Here's love's laws, and they who thoſe laws 
are fulfilling. | | 

But never may damſels demur to our ſport, 
Nor we ſuffer nonſuits when call'd into court, 


As the Indians are warring, our game we muſt 
fluſh, h F 
On our breaſts, as we lye, we preſent thro' a buſh— __ 
Here's the neſt in that buſh, and the bird-neſting EF 
lover; 1 
1 
1 


Here's Middleſex buſh-fighting,—reſt and recover, 


Aſthmatical glut tons exiſt but to eat, | 
They purchaſe repletions at each turtle treat; 


Love's feaſt boaſts a fla vour unknown to made 1 
_ diſhes— | | ; 
Here's life's dainty, dreſs'd with the ſweet ſauce . 
of kiſſes, | 1 

Fair befall ev'ry laſs, fair may fine ladies fall, 


No colour I'll fix on, but drink to them all; 

The black, the brunette, and the golden-lock'd | 
dame — TD ä 
The lock of all locks, and unlocking the ſame. 


More upright fore-knowledge that lock is com- 
manding, | | f 

Than all other locks, aye, or Locke's under- 
ſtanding : | 

That lock has the caſket of Cupid within it, | 

So here's to the key, lads, - the critical minute, 


Lads pour out libations from bottles and bowls, 

The mother of All-Saints is drank by All-Souls— 

Here's the down bed of beauty which upraiſes 
my man, | | WR 

And b-nzath the thatch'd-houſe the miraculous "7. 

can, 'S 


[ 


7 111 | 

ave Thc dock-yard which furniſhes Great Britain's 
1 fleets, | | 

The bookbinders wives manufact'ring in ſheets, 


— The brown female-reaper, who dares undertake 
9 her ? | 
And the wife of Will Wattle—the neat baſket- 
8 maker. | 
muſt 


Here's Bathſheba's cockpit where David ſtood 

h- = centry ; | 

ing Eve's cuſtom-houſe, where Adam made his firſt 
| 1 entry; | | | 

ver, The pleaſant plac'd water-fall *'midſt Buſhy Park; 

The nick makes the tail ſtand, the farrier's wife's 

7 mark, | 


ade That the hungry be fl with rich things let us | 
| + Us ay,” | 

uce And well pleas'd the rich be ſent empty away.— 
The miller's wife's muſic;—the laſs that's lamb- 
like; | | 
And fence of the farmer on top of love's dike. 


:k'd But why from this round-about phraſe muſt be 
ATT gueſs'd, h RE 
1e, | What in one ſingle ſyllable's better expreſs'd; 
That ſyllable then I my ſentiment call, 
OM- I So here's to that word, which is, one word for all. 


Sing tantararara toaſt all, 


- vl SONG LES: 
te. 8 Tune, - ante lovely, the Foy of the Plain, 


IT VL day, by appointment, Maria I met, 

CK That day of delight, I remember it yet. 

the meadow we croſs d, to avoid the town's crowd, 

be Sun ſeem'd eclips'd by a black ſpreading cloud. 1 

aping the ſhower, to barn we fatt fled, | 

bere fafe heard the pattering rain o'er head. 
| 3 Some 


1 
Some moments I ſuffer'd my Fair to take breath, 


Then, ſighing, ſhe cry'd, “ Lord! I'm frighted to 3 


death; 


% Suppoſe, now, by any one I ſhou'd be ſeen?” 


* Nay, nay, now,—nay, pray now—Dear—what 
do you mean ?” [for ſhame! 


I wiſh I'd been wet to the ſkin ere I came. 


You will have a kiſs then !—why, take one or 
wot. [you do 

T beg you won't teaze me — Lord! what wou'd 

You'll tear all one's things I ne'er ſaw ſuch a 
man! | 


„ will hold your hands tho'—I—Aye, do if 


you can, 
Is this your love for me?—1s this all your care 
Fll never come near you again, - now, I ſwear! 


As ſhe puſh'd me away, love explain'd by her eyes, 
Reſiſtance was only to heighten the prize; 

Her face chang'd alternate, from ſcarlet to ſnow, 
Her neck roſe and fell faſt, her language was low. 
Such beauty! but more of that ſcene was not ſhewn, 
For decency here bids her curtain drop down, 


The ſtorm being over, all ſunſhine the air, 

When inſtant roſe up, the yet love-looking fair, 

Crying hark! there's one liitens—do look out, my 
dear, a eons 

I muſt be bewitch'd, I am ſure, to come here. 


40 
0 


* 


„ Had I thought you wou'd be half ſo rude—fye! 


My things how they're rumpled ? Lord! let me be- 


gone, 


What have you been doing? and what have I done!? 


Into this fatal place, I moſt ſolemnly vow, 
I innocent enter'd—but am-I ſo now ? 
I'm ruin'd,—I never myſelf can forgive 


Pl leap in the brook, —for I'm ſure I can't live!— 3 


If 1 do, my whole life will be waſted in grief, 
Unleſs here to-morrow you'll give me relief, 


* [ 35 ] N 
bu SONG LX. 
| Tune,—A begging we will go. 
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4; OME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 
%% And let us merry be, 
5 Our can is full, we'll pump it out, 
þ Lam then all hands to ſea, 
What And a failing we will go. 
b Fine Miſs at dancing-ſchool is taught, 
e! The minuet to tread, 


= a But we £0 better when we' ve brought 
1e 0 The fore tack to cat head. 


do The jockey's call'd to horſe, to horſe, 
_—_ > And ſwifily rides the race, 

n But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe 
Jo; > When we are giving chaſe, 


When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
are His pack the huntſman cheers, 


ear! A loud we hollow when we ſend 
"1 A broadſide to Mounſeers, 


eyes, | | 
: The what's-their-names, at uproars ſqual!, 

w, Wich muſic fine and ſoft, 

low But better ſounds our boatſwain's call, 


enn. All hands, all hands aloft! 


: 1 


Wich gold and ſilver ſtreamers fine 
The ladies rigging ſhew, 
ir, 2 Engliſh ſhips more grander ſhine, 
, my When prizes home we tow. 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
- Z With ſweethearts, or our wives, 
2 be- And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more, 
7 Thus pals the ſailors lives. 
one? 1 And a failing we will go. 
1 SONG LXI. 
Tune, — Tzu Gods of great Honour. 


2 one mor ning 


ef— | N 3 To Theſeus was turning, 


f, ben miſſing her man, to the beach down ſhe flew; 


His Thyrſis he {truck gainſt the beg-belly'd earti, 


A ſpring of champaign at her head bubbled forth; 


1 
Her cries unavailing, 
She ſaw far off, ſailing, 
His ſhip fore the wind leſs” ning ſwift to "BA view, 1 
She tore her fine hair, 
Beat her breaſt in diſpair, 
Spread her arms to the ſkies, and funk down in a 
ſwoon, | F 
When Bacchus, midſt ther, 3 
Begg'd leave of his father F IS 
omfort the Lady, Jove granted the boon, 1 
Then gently deſcending, . 
Her ſorrows befriending, © q 


aa R 
22 2 „ 
3 : l 


When o'er the ſmooth gravel, © 4 | 


In murmuring travel, x 


She, wak'd with the ſcent, -K 
Gave her ſorrow freſh vent, 3 

Yet to drink was determin'd, exhauſted by tears; Þ7 ;- 
She taſtes the champaign, . 
Licks her lips, taſtes again, | 4 1 

And feels herſelf ſuddenly freed from bay fears, . 


As ſtill ſhe kept fipping, 
Her heart lightly leaping, 
She look'd upon Thef. as a pitiful elf; 
Wine turn'd her to ſinging, 
In hopes it would bring i in 
A Lover, — twas lonely to drink by herſelf. 
The God her adorer 
Confeſs'd, ſtood before her, 
She hail'd the celeſtial, ſhe welcom'd the gueſt; 1. 


Champaign ftopp'd reſiſtance, us 
She kept not her diſtance, I. 
But jollily claſp'd the young buck to her breaſt. > 
Each girl given over, | 3 


Betray d by her lover, 
To hartſnorn, to ſalts, or alt- water may fly: 


But 


1 1 
But we've an Elixir, 
Will properly fix her, 
If properly ſhe'Il the preſcription apply; 
3 "THE Recipe' s wholſome, 
: ”Fis Beauty's beſt Balfam, 
Por which we refuſe tho' to pocket a fee 

9 | As gratis we give it, 


Girls, grateful receive it, 


So here's to the practice of love's Beaume de Vie. 


SONG LIII. 
Tune, — 0 4 Time I was great, now little am 
| L £rouUN, 
NY USH the bottle about, 


x away, 
; | ; 


nnen 


name the toaſt, and 
With wine be our ſentiments flowing; 


We idly grow old while we drinking delay, 
Be merry, my bucks, 


* 
F 
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and keep doing. 
Keep doing I ſay, fil! it up to the brink, 
is a trouble to talk, 


'tis a trouble to think: 
Tis a trouble—no,—no tis a pleaſure to drink. 
Prithee ring, we mult have tother bottle. 

: our clafitc is Bacchus, hi 
5 To all that's in old Ar 


*k volumes preter, 
IHtotle ; | 

But why, with quotations, ſou'd wemaket' ſtir? 
We'll ſtir about briſkly the b 

> A fool once to bnd how the wor 
. 


4 
3 
"I 
"i 
6. 
et 


eo go round, 
But deep had he dra nk, he the ſecret had found, 


: Leap'd into the decp where the puppy Was drown d, 
Such Wonders are work'd by a bottle. 

The Sportſman arous'd when the horn harks away, 

Shrill echo Tantivy repeating ; 


His warm wiſhing wife clings around him to ſtay, 
But ſhouts put to ſilence entreating. 


Yet what is his chace to the chace that we boaſt ? 
So, ho! here's a bumper, hark, hark! to the toaſt, 
Uititoff, and be quick, leſt the ſcent ſhou'd be loſt, 
| And we're caſt in the chace of a bottle. 
2 uk 3 Þ 
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But all my philoſophy ſhou'd be my wine, | | b 


With Burgundy's bleſſings my temples anoint, 


Quoth temperance, water's the med'cine of health. 


. 
Let Heroes or Neroes run mad after fame, 
We're charg'd and rang'd ready for battle; 
Let Placemen perplex, and let Patriots declaim, 
Let both be indulg'd in their prattle ; 
But preachers o'er liquor we always confute, 3 
Without tis the toaſt, at our meetings we're mute, 
For what, without wine, can be worth a diſpute, *? 
Except 'tis a ſhort-meaſure bottle. 


Shou'd ſickneſs with ſadd'ning captivity join, 
The ancients I'll equal in thinking; 


Deſpair 1 defy when I'm drinking. 3 
Stood Death like a drawer to wait on me home, 
Or, bailift-like, dare he ruſh into my room, 

I'd try for one moment to tip him a hum, 
While I bumper'd the laſt of my bottle 


SONG LXIII. 
Tune,—Tve big-belly'd Bottle. 


Ar * 


UR chorus to Bacchus, to Bacchus we'll raiſe, 
Long corks be my garland inſtead of the bars, 
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And toaſt the firit toper whodrank a half. pint, 
My ſong is to Bagchus, the God of the vine, 
The engineer artiſt to ſpring beauty's mine; z 
Without him wit pines, and love languidly fade 


Cold water has kept the Nine Muſes old maids. 


And water, quoth prudence, will win a mai 
wealth; - F 
'Tho' odd it may ſeem, as the ſtory's not long, 4 
Once water help'd Bacchus, and thus ſays the ſong. þ 
„t was when his harveſt rejoic'd the parch'd 
earth, | | 
© B-ncath the firſt vine, love on wit begot 29 
: 2 Es 66 6 
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man 
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rch'd 


irth 5 
Yet 


Fled, trembling, 


11 
1 Vet hate rais'd ſome rebels who broke from his 
ſway, | 


y | | 
« And, drunk with his bounty, deny'd to obey. 


« He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his force, 
« Sjlenus was ſutler, lord Pan let the horſe ; 
«© The Ganges they croſs'd, came in front of the 


| oe, | 
„ And ſtruck them all dead, without ſtriking a 


blow. 


« Twas Pan did the feat, caſt them into a fright, 
« He crept, like a fox, thro' their camp in the 
night; 
« All the wine he drew off while theſe ignorants 
.-: nord, - | 5 
« And into the bottles foul ditch water pour'd.” 


Each rebel, next morn, rais'd the flaſk to his head, 
But chill'd the firſt gulp, in an ague-tit fled; 
BE” em. to meaneſt me- 
chanic, | 
From hence came the phraſe to put men in a panic. 


SONG LXIV. 
F a kiſs you would gain, 
Am I bound to explain? 
Ah! could you not gueſs by my eyes ? 
When they, without guile, : 
So twinkle and ſmile, 
A glance is enough to the wiſe. 


SONG LXV. 


IT ſuch a briſk widow to whirl time away, 
Ye Gods what a round of delight! 
At home we would titter and romp all the day, 
And fear not a bumper at night, 


D 2 When 
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When warm in the chace, the fleet hounds i in ca- 


| reer, 
Our ſpirits diſdaining to flag, 


We'd whip, ſcour, and fy, without ſcruple or fear, 


And be in at the death of the ſtag. 
Huzza ! huzza! huzza ! 


We'd be in at the death of the mw 


SONG LXVI. 
= nobleſt heart, like pureſt gold, 


Reſiſts impreſſions whilſt *tis cold; 


But melted down in Love's bright flame, 
Soft and complying to the teſt, 
It takes the image frſt impreſt, 
And bears it in the faithful breaſt, 
Through circling vears the ſame. 


SUNG LAY. 


RIGHT the ſky, and calm the ocean, 
Now my bark will imoothly glide: 

Oh! how pleafing is the motion, 

Sailing thus with wind and tide! 
Hidden rocks no more beguiling, 

Swelling ſails the breezes court; 
Cupid at the helm fits fmiling, 

And conducts me ſafe to port, 


SONG LXVIL. 


AIR and ſweet, 
oy and neat, 
Springs the bluſhing Roſe in May : 
Summer paſt, 
Autumn's blaſt 
Shrinks its beauteous leaves away. 


But the mind, 
Chaſte, refin'd, 


Warm'd by Virtue's checring ray, 


Ever 
12 
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Ever blows: 
That freth roſe, 
Tine itſelf can ne'er decay. 


SONG LXIX. 


Ha to thy living light, 
Ambroſial morn! all hail thy roſeat ray, 


That bids gay Nature all her charms diſplay, 
In varied beauty bright! 


Away, you goblins all! 
Wont the traveller to daunt, 


Whoſe vagrant feet have trac'd your haunt, 
Beſide ſome lonely wall! 


Away, ye elves away, 
Shrink at ambroſial morning's living ray. 


V 
HEN Love at firſt approach is ſeen, 
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| His dang'rous form he veils ; 
A playful infant's harmleſs mien, 
3 The playful God conceals. 
When ſoon by us fond dupes careft, 
[3 He acts his trait'rous part; 
And as we preſs him to the breaſt, 
| He ſteals into the heart. | 
E HILE on Earth's foft lap deſcending, 
E * Lightly falls the feathered ſnow; 
Nature, awfully attending, 
; Each rude wind forbids to blow. 
White and pure a while appearing, 
Earth her virgin mantle wears; 
Soon the fickle ſeaſon veering, 
Her deluded boſom bares. 
Thus my foolith heart believing 
Liſten'd to his artful tongue 
All his vows of love receiving, 
On each flatt'ring accent hung. 
| D--3--: Fondly, 
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Fondly, for a time, miſtaken, 
Love and joy conceal'd my fate: 
Now alas! at length forſaken, 
Sad Experience comes too late. 


SONG LXXII. 
ITO heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Upon my Chloe's face, 


Honey upon her cheek ſhe laid, 
And bid me kiſs the place. 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart ; 


Honey on my lips I found, 


The ſting within my heart. 
SONG LXXIII. 


| Youth adorn'd with ev'ry art, 


To warm and win the coldeſt heart, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt, 
In ſecret mine poſleſt : i 
'The morning bud that faireſt blows, 
The vernal Oak that ſtraighteſt grows, 
His face and ſhape expreſt; Top 
His face and ſhape expreſt. 
In moving ſounds he told his tale, 
Soft as the ſighings of the gale, 
That wake the flow'ry year, 
That wake, &c. 


What wonder he could charm with eaſe, 

Whom happy Nature form'd to pleaſe, 
Whom love had made lincere ? 

| Whom love, &. | 


At morn he left me—fought and fell ; 

The fatal ev'ning heard his knell, 
And ſaw the tears I ſhed, 

And ſaw the tears I ſhed : 


1 413 J 
Tears that muſt ever, ever fal]; 
For ah! no ſighs the paſt recall; 
No cries awake the dead, 
No cries awake the dead. 


SONG LXXIV. 
HOME haſte to the wedding, ye friends, and 
ye neighbours, 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay; 


Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your la- 


bours, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day : 
Ye vot'ries all, attend to my call, 
Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy. 


Come, ſee rural elicity, 


Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still crowd to, and beat at the breaſt of the great, 
To fuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe-ones of ſtate : 
We boaſt of no wealth, but contentment and health, 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments employ, 
Come, ſee rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 


With reaſon we taſte of each heart-ſtirring plea- 


ſure, 

With reaſon we drink of the full flowing bowl, 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 

For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free ſoul. 
Then come at our bidding to this happy wedding, 

No care ſhall intrude here our bliſs to annoy. 
Come, ſee rural telicity, | 

Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 


SONG LXXV. 
ET beauty with the ſun ariſe 
To Shakeſpeare tribute pay, 
With heavenly ſmiles and ſpeaking eyes, 
Give grace and luſtre to the day, 
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Fach ſmile ſhe gives protects his name, 
What face ſhall dare to frown ; 
Not envy's ſelf can blaſt the fame, 
Which beauty deigns to crown, 


VVV 
IST ERS of the tuneſul ſtrain! 


Attend your parent's jocund train, 
Tis fancy calls you, follow me, 


55 - ee ee 


To celebrate the Jubilee, 1 d 
On Avon's banks, where Shakeſpeare's buſt I 
Points out, and guards his ſleeping duſt, 

The ſons of ſcenic mirth decree | | I 7 
To celebrate this Jubilee, T 
By Garrick led, the grateful band K 
Haſte to their Poet's native land, | 62 
With rites of ſportive revelry > 
_ To celebrate his Jubilee. {2 
Come daughters, then, and with you bring 3 N 


The vocal reed, and ſprightly 1tring, 
Wit, and joke, and rapartce, 
To celebrate our 2 


Cote. daughters, come, and bring with Fou 
0 „ aerial Grits Fas fairy crew, 3 
by And the ſiſter-graces three, wo 


\ 'To celebrate our Jubilee. 

i Hang around the ſculptur'd tomb 9 
. The broider'd veſt, the nodding plume, 55 
j And the maſk of comic glee, x 


'h To celebrate our Jubilee. 


From Birnam Wood, and Boſworth's Field, 
Bring the ſtandard, bring the ſnield, 
With drums, and martial (yr; phony, 
'To celebrate our Jubilee, 


1 


r 


For well with ours their ſports agree, 


E248 


In mornful numbers now relate 
Poor Deſdemona's hapleſs fate, 

With frantic deeds of jealouſy, 
To celebrate our Jubilce. 


Nor be Windſor's wives forgot, 
With their harmleſs, merry plot, 

The whit'ning mead, and haunted tree, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


Now in jocund ſtrains recite 
The revels of the braggard Knight; 
Fat Knight! and ancient Piſtol he ! 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


But ſee, in crowds, the gay, the fair 
To the ſplendid ſcene repair, 

A ſcene as fine as fine can be, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


Yet Colin bring, and Roſalind, 
Each Shepherd true, and Damſel kind, 


To crown the feſtive Jubilee. 


SONG LXXVIL. 


E Warwickſhire Lads and ye Laſſes, 
See what! at our Jubilee paſſes; 
Come revel away, rejoice, and be glad, 
For tne Lad of al Lads is the Warwickſhire Lad, 
Warwickihire Lad, 
All be glad, 
For the Lad, Kc. 
Be proud of the charms of your country, 
Where Nature has laviſh'd her bounty: 
Where much ſhe has given, and ſome to be ipar 115 
For the bard of all Bards was the Warwickſt. 
Bard, 
Warwick ſhire Bard, 
Never pair'd, 
For the Bard, &c, 
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Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman, 
Their ſwans are all geeſe to Avon's ſweet Swan, 
For the Man of all Men was the War: wickſhire 3 

Man, | 9 
Warwickſhire Man, 9 
Avon's Swan, | | 1 


For the Man, &c. 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a ſcore more we take pride in; 
Of famous Will Congreve we boaſt too the (kill; 1 4% 
For the Will of all Wills was the Warwickſhire | 
Will, 

Warwickfhire Will, | 
| Matchleſs ſtill, _ 4.3 
For the Will of all Wills, &c. | 1 7 
There never was ſeen ſuch a creature, EY \ 
Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd Nature, 


He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, | 
For the Thief of all Thieves was the Warwick- | 


„ 


bane — — 2 


ſhire Thief, » 
Warwickſhire T hief, | 8 

He's the Chief, ; 
For the Thief of all Thieves, &c. 14 
Ly 

| SON G LXXVIII. | 9 
3 this fair goblet 'twas carv'd from the“ . 

-- Wee, Fe 
Which, oh! my {weet Shakeſpeare, was planted 1 
by thee; F . 


As a relick 1 kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine. 1 
All ſnall yield to the Mulberry Tree; ; LY 
Bend to thee T 
Bleſs'd Mulberry ; 
Matchleſs was he 
— That planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhalt be, 
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Ye trees of the Foreſt ſo rampant and high, 
Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads 
3 {weep the ſky; 
Ve curious exotics, whom taite has brought here, 
2 To root out the natives at prices ſo dear: 
All ſhall yield, &c, 
The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
: Prefery'd once our King, and will always our 
coaſt ; | | 
Of the fir we make ſhips; there are thouſands that 
1, | ; fight, 
re But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow'rs, 
Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flow'rs; 

The Garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 

With the ſweeteſt of fow'rs, and the faireſt of 

© fruit. | 

Fi All hall yield, &e. 


, 
K- Wich learning and knowledge the well letter'd 
E birch 
| Supplies Law and Phyſic, and Grace tor the 
; Church; 
But Law and the Goſpel in Shakeſpeare we + fad; 
te gives the beſt Phyſic for body and mind, 
F All ſhall yield, &c, 
0 


The fame of the patron g gives fame to the tree; 

ed From him and his merits this takes its dezrce : 

I } Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laure! and vine, 

Ie tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine. 
All thall yield, &c. 


As the Genius of Shakeſpear outſhines the brighit 
q 3 day, | 

More rapture than wine to the heart can convey , 
So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 


es the laurel and bays, and the vine all in ons. 
All all yiew, &c. 


TS 


Then 
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Then each take a relic of this hollow tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the Planter the cup to the brim, 


To honour your country, do honour to him, 
All ſhall yield, &c, 


SON G LXXIX. 
IEE from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
O how bleſt the Miller's life! 

Cbearful working thro' the day, 

Still he laughs and ſings away. 
Nought can vex him, 
Nought perpiex him, 

Whilſt there's griſt to make him gay, 


Let the Great enjoy the bleſſings [2 
By indulgent fortune ſent, 

What can wealth, can grandeur offer 

| More than plenty and content? 


| SONG LXXX. [1 
AS I ſure a life to lead, = 
Wretched as the vileſt ſlave, 
Ev'ry hardſhip would I brave, | 
Rudeſt toil, ſevereſt need, 
Ere yield my hand ſo coolly 
To the man who never truly 
Could my heart in keeping have. 
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Wealth with others ſucceſs will inſure you, 
Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe; | * 
Take to them your love, I conjure you, | 
And in mercy ſet me at eaſe. 


SONG LXXXI. . 


'FITH the man that I love, was I deſtin'd | 

tc dwell, | . 
On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 1 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me, - 
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Let 
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Let the vain and the venal in wedlock aſpire, 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire ; 
I yield them the bliſs where their wiſhes are plac'd ; 
Inſenſible creatures! 'tis all they can taſte, 


SO NG -LXXXIE. f 
| HY how now, Mails pert! | 
| Do you think to divert | 

My anger by fawning and ſtroaking ? 
; Wou'd you make me a tool, 

i Your play-thing, your tool ! 
Was ever young minx ſo provoking ! 
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Get out of my ſight ! 
"F would be ſerving you right, 
To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on; 
= Contrad ict your mamma! 
| I'vea mind, by the la 
But J won't put myſelf in a paſſion. 
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SONG LXXXIII. 


W you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
f Full of kindneſs and good- nature; 
; Prove as kind again to ſhe. 

Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 
In your boſom warm and preſs her, 
Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 


And be fond as fond can be. 


WV 


But if one you meet that's froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
Tis to mend her ne'er the whit: 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her; 
Then agog when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her ; 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit, 


SONG 


1 


SONG LXXXIV. Be 

| » ry 

T hey for a folickſoms life; 3s 

I'll ramble where pleaſures are rife ; IB. 

Strike up with the free-hearted laſſes, 12 

And never think more of a wife, 11 

Plague on it, men are but aſſes, 1s 

To run after noiſe and ſtrife. j A 

Had we been together buckled, 7 - 

'T would have prov'd a fine affair; 1A 
Dogs would have bark'd at the cuckold, f 
* boys pointing, cry'd—look there! 3 


| SONG LXXXV. 3 
H! what a ſimpleton was I, j 


To make my bed at ſuch a rate! Io 
Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry, . 
Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 8 
No tears, alack! + 15 
Will call him back, VB Y 
No tender words his heart allure: FT 
I could bite, | [2 L 
My tongue thro' ſpite—— | D 1 
Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure. : 
SONG LXXXVI. ; 
ORD! Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy, % 
But I the refuſal can bear, 4 
I warrant I ſhall not run crazy, | | 1 1 
Nor die in a fit of deſpair, : 
If ſo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken ; 4 
For, Sir, tor to let you to know, SL 
I'm not ſuch a maiden forſaken, _ = | 
But I have two ſtrings to my bow. T 
S ON G IXXXVII. "k 
"TUO ſpeak my mind of womankind, 4 
In one word it is this, 11 


By nature they're deſign'd 
To lay and do amiſs, 


[$3] 
ge they maids, be they wives, 

3 Alike they plague our lives; 
Wanton, headſtrong, cunning, vain, 
Born to cheat and give men pain. 


Their ſtudy day and night 
Is miſchief their delight; 
| And if we ſhould prevent 
: At one door the intent, 
They quickly turn about, 
4 And find another out. 


SONG LXXXVIII. 


F that's all you want, who the plague will be 

ſorry ? 
| : *Twere better by half to dig ſtones in a quarry; 
f For my ſhare, I'm weary of what is got by't: 
' *Sfleſh! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and 
7 colling, 

| You're never content, but when folks are a tolling, 
| And drudging like horſes from morning till night. 

Lou think I'm afraid, but the diff *rence to ſhew you, 
| | Firſt, yonder's your ſuovel, your facks, too, I throw 
: you; 
6 Henceforward, take care of your matters who 
9 | will: 
| They re welcome to ſlave for your wages that 
n-ed 'em, 
I To lol derol lol, I have ed my freedom, 
And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill, 


| 
t 


ge ERIE ES IT Me a? 


SONG LXXXIX. 
5 OPE! thou nurſe of young deſire, 
[ Fairy promiſer of joy; 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
2 Lemwp'rate ſweet, that ne'er can cloy ! 
Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 
Y Sofich ſoother of the mind; 
Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find! Kind 


L301 
Kind Deceiver, flatter ſtill; 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſs d: 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 2 


SO NG XC. e 
ENTLE Youth, ah! tell me why, MT 

| Still you force me thus to fly? | ; 
"1 Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe to perſevere, N 


Speak not what I muſt not hear; 
To my heart its eaſe reſtore, 
Go, and never ſee me more. 


Ss "a. % 2 4 " 
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SONG XCI. 


Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
| And ſo ſhall be my voice; 2 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, N. 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 4 
Let Parents rule, cry Nature's laws, 
And Children ſtill obey; . 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe | 3 
Againſt tyrannic ſway ? [8 


SONG. XCII, 


HENCE can you inherit 
So ſlaviſh a ſpirit, 3 
Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a log? | N 
| 
| 


14 Now fondled, now chid, 
Ws Permitted, forbid ; 
101 'Tis leading the life of a dog. 


For thame! you a Lover! 
More firmneſs diſcover ; 

Take courage, nor here longer mope: 
Reſiſt, and be free; 'Y 
Run riot, like me; = Ty 

And, to perfect the picture, elope! 1 


s 0 N 


131 1 
I HEN once Love's ſubtle poiſon gains 
3 V y A paſlage to the female breaſt, 

Ruſhing, like lightning, through the veins, 
Lach with, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſt. 


: To heal the pangs our minds endure, 
> Reaſon in vain its {kill applies 

3 Nought can aftord the heart a cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 

ö SONG Xciv. 
1 QUILL in hopes to get the better 
: Of my ſtubborn flame I try. 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


| 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
= Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 


F 


Ihen, relapſing, fly to meet her, 


„ 


And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 
1 . S ON G XC. 


H! had I been by Fate decrecd 
| = Some humble cottage Swain, 

An fair Roſetta's ſight to feed 
My flocks upon the plain; 


| What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 

| Which now I ne'er muſt know ? 

Pie envious Powers! why have ye plac'd 
My fair one”: lot fo low ? 


SONG XCVYI. 
HERE was a jolly Miller once 
3 Liv'd on the river Dee; 
le work d, he ung, from morn to night, 
I No lark more blithe than he. 
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And this the burthen of his ſong 
For ever us'd to be, 
T care for nobody, no, not J. 
If nobody cares for me. 


y 
1 

11 

11 

SONG XCVIIL. P* 
W 

/ 


HINK, my faireſt, how delay, 

Danger ev'ry moment brings: 

Time flies ſwift, and will away, { 
Time that's ever on its wings. 5 
Doubting and ſuſpenſe at beſt, . 
Lovers late repentance coſt ; 1 

Let us, eager to be bleſt, He 

Seize occaſion ere tis loſt. = 


SONG XCVII.. 


AID, God of ſoft perſuaſion, L 
Take the helpleſs Lover's part : 11 

Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 4 

To reward a faithful heart. 4 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body would enthral ; 
_ 'Tyrants of more cruel kind, 
Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 
Cupid, God of, &c. 


What is grandeur ? foe to reſt ; 

Childiſh mummery at beſt. 

Happy I in humble ſtate ; 

Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait, 
Cupid, God of, &c, | 


SONG XCIX. 


HPV happy were my days till now ! 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 
With joy Lroſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning-wheel, | 


O the fool ! the filly ſilly fool, 


I wiſh I was a maid again, 


b 


3 


y heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung, 


Till he pretended love, and], 
7 


Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue, 


That truſts what man may be ! 


Andi in my own country. . f 


SONG C. 


OW bleſt the maid whoſe boſom, 
No headſtrong paſſion knows! 


Her days in joy ſhe paſſes, 


Her nights in ſweet repoſe : 
Where'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear, invades her; 

But pleaſure, | 
Withoyt meaſure, 
From ey'ry object flows. 


$ONG CI. 


4 \EASE, gay ſeducers, pride to take, 
; N In triumphs o'er the fair, 

Since clowns as well can act the rake, 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. 

| Where then, to "ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go? 

7 h nev'ry ſtation, ev'ry ſtate, 

Poor woman finds a foe. 


SONG CII. 


_" . * * . > pete . * * 
. ˙ . Pw IF R l 


2 
tk 

1 
2 


Ad what 1 ſay; 


90 ic \ Four alls and be trudging away : 


AS ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixen ? 
Lawns! Madge, don't provoke me, but 


ſd” Frong parſon for playing your 


You' d 


1 56 ] 
You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a riot; 
Sblood! muſt I ſand'prating with you here alan; 
I've got other matters to mind; 
Mayhap you may think me an aſs; 


H 


The la 


Bu e contrary you'll find I it 
piece of work, by the maſs! ? I 
Ea 
| . | . 
| OR neighbour, ne'er bluſh at a trifle lg 5 
2 this ; | 


What harm with a fair-one to toy and to kiſs ? 

The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 

Wou'd do the ſame thing were they in the ſang 
place. 


No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free ; 
To ſovereign beauty mankind bend the knee: 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no {irength can oppoſe: 
We all love a pretty girl—under the roſe, 


SONG CIV. 


HE world is a well-furni{t'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiicuoully let ; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſcramble for what we can get, 


—— — 


My ſimile holds to a tittle; Ii b 
Some gorge, while ſome ſcarce have: a taſte; 
But if I'm content with a little, Js t 
Enough is as good as a feaſt, ; 


SONG CV. 


HEN we ſee a lover languiſh, 

| And his truth and hong 
Ah! how ſweet to heal his ang 1 1 
And repay him love for love: oy 
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. SONG CI. 
cf HE traveller benighted, 
And led through weary ways, 
clamp of day new lighted, 
ith joy the dawn ſurveys: 
ſhe riſing proſpect viewing, 
f ach look is forward caſt ; 
ſmiles his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thinks of what is — 


e lis | 
1 | SONG CVLL. 


ce) NOW can 1 wy heart ſurrender, 
fan " And not moſt unfaithful prove? 
ket 'tis grateful to be tender, 

When from pity riſes love. 


hut, can honour prove ungrate ful, 
WO And the vows of love ſuppreſs : ? 
i unmanly, if deceitful, 
When we're bleſt we ceaſe to bleſs. 


SONG CVII. 


HEN Beauty, on the Lover's ſoul, 

_ Imprints its firſt and faireit charms, 
Moon does Reaſon's force controul, 

And every paſſion quite diſarms. 


1 
20 
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T Ii beauty triumphs o'er the brave, 

As ev ry feature blooms divine; 

Ti: beauty makes the King a flave, 

£ When in an Angel's form like thine. 


SONG (IX. 


| S fows the cool and purling rill, 
\ In filver mags down the hill, 
Wicers themyf ne; 7 


So 


11 
So ſtreams from the maternal heart, 


W hat tender nature can impart ; 
Thus happy, in my arms to fold, 


And to my heart Almena hold. - Wo 

SONG cx. 1 

ITH doubts and fears, for her 1 love, 

My heart is {till diſtreſs'd; W. 

Afflicted as the plaintive dove, 11 
When plunder'd of her neſt, | 1 
Whence ſad and moaning, all the day, ; 

She pines in ſolitude away. _ | a 

Fly, fly, oh! fly, ye minutes, fly, T 

On Time's expanded wings, | 15 


Till my Almena ſtops the ſigh, | 

That for her ſatety ſprings; | : = 
Guard her ſweet innocence and charms, 
And ſafe conduct her to theſe arms. 


SONG CXI. 5 
Y aunt, an old maiden of three ſcore af 4 
ten ' 


This leflon oft taught me with fervour, 
Of all cruel monſters, to ſhun mortal men, 
And loath the baſe creatures for ever,”— 
ever! 


C pri 
5 


And loath, % 


A gentle young ſhepherd that lived in our y 
A thouſand fimes ſigh'd for my favour: 

I ſhudder'd with horror to hear the bold tale, 
And vow'd that I'd hate him for ev er —for e ec 
&c. \ L 
He preſs'd me ſtil! colt, of Hymen oft ſang, 
Swore nothing on earth ſhould us ſever ; E 
Love beam'd from my eyes, tho' gall dropt fl 
my e * 1 


1 told him I 'J loath him for 


po 


/ 
* 
85 


L 39: I 
Ile read the fly tell-tales, and bolder ſtill grew: 
(How vain is a maiden's endeavour!) | 
'aunt's precept forgotten—I made a raſh vow, 
To love the dear creature for ever,—for ever ! 
&C, | 


4 "ou rigid old prudes who my conduct decry, 


And flout at my naughty behav'our, 

Were ye but kiſs d and carreſſed as I. 

Pray 3 ye not love him for ever, — for ever! 

1 AC. | 

0 SONG CXII. 

FN the days of my youth I could bill like a dove, 

1 fa, la, &c. . 

Like a ſparrow at all times was ready for love, 

L fa, la, &. | | 

The life of all mortals in kiſſing ſhould paſs, 

i Lip to lip while we're young—then the lip to the 

E glaſs, fa, la, la, &c. | 
SONG CXIII. 

HE modes of the court ſo common are grown, 

| That a true friend can hardly be met; 

Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 

1, | Which they let out for what they can get. 

Ti true yqu find 

1 Some friends © kind, | 

Whe will give you good council themſelves to de- 

le fend: | | 

| In ſorrowful ditty | 

|} They promiſe, they pity, 

But ſhift you for money from friend to friend. 


7 5 8 SONG CXIV. 
ü OW happy could I be with either, 
be Were t'other dear charmer away 
But while they thus teaze me together, 
To neither a word will I ſay; 
But tol, de rol, &, 


| 


I 
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SONG CXV. 
HE ſoldior, tir'd of war's alarms, 


Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, l Th. 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield ; 17 
But if the brazen trumpet ſound, [ 


He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 


SONG CXVI. 
AM young, and I am friendleſs, 
And poor alas! withal ; 
Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs, 


In vain for help I call. 
Have ſome pity in your nature, 


— 
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[? To relieve a wretched creature, 4 
if Though the gift be ne'er ſo ſmalIl. 
jþ May you poſſeſſing, every bleſſing, 8 


Still inherit, Sir, all your merit, Sir, 
And never know what it is to want | 
Sweet heaven your worſhip all happineſs grant. 


SONG CXVII. 


NDEED, forſooth, a pretty youth, 
To play the am'rous fool; 
At ſuch an age, methinks your rage 
Might be a little cool. 


Fie, let me go, Sir. 
Kiſs me! No, no, Sir. 
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You pull me and ſhake me, 
For what do you take me, N 
This figure to make me? N 
I'd have you to know * 
I'm not for your game, Sir; At 
Nor will I be tame, Sir, =_ \\1 
Lord, have you no ſhanft, Sir, = A 
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To tumble one ſo? 
SONG 


E 
SONG CXVIII. 
H talk not to me of the wealth ſhe poſſeſſes, 
3 My hopes and my views to herſelf I confine; 
The ſplendor of riches but flightly impretſes 
A heart that is fraught with a paſſion like mine. 


1 By love, only love, ſhou'd our ſouls be cemented ; 
No int'reſt, no motive, but that wou'd I own; 
With her in a cottage be bleſt and contented, 
And wretched without her, tho' plac'd on a 
I throne. 


4 SONG CXIX. 
IN What pleaſures will abound 


When my wife is laid in ground ! 
O what pleaſures, &c, 


| i Let earth cover her, 
2 We'll dance over her, 

When my wife's laid i in ground. 

Let earth cover, &c. 


. 00 how happy ſhould I be 
fo ould little Ni pig with me! 
Oh how happy, &c. 


1 How I'd mumble her, 
? Touze and tumble her, 

| Would little Nyſa pig with me! 

| How I'd mumble; &C; 
L 


SONG CXX. 
ET rakes and libertines reſign'd, 
Lo ſenſual pleaſures range: 

i 4 Tre all the ſex's charms I find, 

And ne'er can cool or change. 


It vain coquets and prudes conceal 
WW hat moit their hearts deſire; 
\ ith pride my paffion I reveal, 
b! may it ne'er expire. 
1 The 


„ 
The fun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave, 
And fair creation ſink in night, 
When I my dear deceive. 


SONG CXXI. 
1 gay ones and great 
| Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run ; 
Well, who cares a jot, 
L envy them not 
While 1 have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe air, 
To the fields I repair, | 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; [4 
The bliſſes I find -- 
No ſtings leave behind, 
| | But health and diverſion unite, 


8 O N G CXXII. 
5 ſome I am told | 
| That I'm wrinkled and old ; 
But I will not believe what they ſay: 
I feel my blood mounting, 
| Like ſtreams in a fountain 
| That merily ſparkle and play. 
For love I have will, | 
And ability ſtill; 


Od ſbobs I can ſcarcely bale! 
My diamond, my pearl 


| Well, be a good Zirl, : E 
| | Vnt: J come to you again. 1 
| A 
Hy 5sON & CXXIIL. Th 
| L he echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, I 
To horſe my brave boys and away; He 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 1 


Upbraids c our too onions delay, 
Wh 


1 63: 

What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the for, 
O'er hill, and o'er valley he flies; 

Then follow; we'll ſoon overtake him. Huzza! 


4 
5 
+: 


L The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies, 


7 Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
| Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay; 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to reireſh, 
And looſe the fatigues of the day. 


With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours; 
2 Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 

Let's ſtrew the way over with Bow rs. 


ua 
"6 


SONG CXXIV. 


AS I a thepherd's maid to keep 

5 On yonder plains a flock of ſheep, 
| Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long day, 

N ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 


f Or would ſonObird that pity brings, 

ut for a moment lend its wings, 

| My parents then might rave and ſcold, 

j My guardian ſtrive my will to held: 

Their words are harſh, their walls are high; 
: bay ſpite of all any I'd fly. 


SONG ,CXXV, 


E's as tight a lad to ſee to, 
As e'er ſtept in leather ſhoe: 
Aud. what's better, he'll love me too, 
| And to him I'll prove true blue. 
Tho' my ſiſter caſts a hawk's eye 
ad, 1 defy what ſhe can do. 

He o'er looked the little doxy, 

I'm the girl he means to woo, 

He's as tielt, Ke. 
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— 1 
Hither I ſtole out to meet him, 
He'll no doubt my ſteps purſue, | 
If the youth prove true, I'll fit him; N Fl 1 
If he's falſe— I'll fit him too. | 


If he's falſe, &c. | 

Hes as tight, &e. II Wa 
6 | Wel 
8 O NG CXXVI. 5 3 
11 nymph aſſwage my anguiſh; IWe'\ 
At your feet a tender ſwain | Me, 
Prays you will not let him languiſh, No p- 
One kind look would caſe his pain. Hell 
Did you know the lad who courts you BY 
He not long needs ſue in vain; 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports—you IT 

Scarce will meet his like again. 4 
| Did you know, Ke, ; C 
SONG CXXVII. * 


FUPITER wenches and dri 
He rules the roaſt in the (WW 


Vet he's a fool if he thinks 


| That he's as happy as I. 9585 : 
| Ms ' 
| | 8 . 3 

Juno rates him SE? 2 dou 


| And grates him, 74 
And leads his highneſs a earth ife 
I have my la{ | 
And my glaſs, 
And ſtrole a bachelor's merry life. 


| Let him fluſter 

| And bluſter, | 

Yet cringe to his harridan's furbella; 

k | To my fair tulips. 

| I glew lips, 

And clink to the cannikin here below, 
| | Jupiter wenches, &c, 

e 5 


1 
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SONG CXXVIII. 


H me, oh me, what ſhall we do? 
The fault is all along with you; 
ou brought him in, why did you fo ? 
: ? Twas not "by my deſire you know, 


Nee have but too much cauſe to fear, 
Iy guardian, when he comes to hear 

We ve had a man witli us, will Kill 

wh you and all; indeed he will. 

o penitence will pard'n procure, 

| lle a kill us every foul I'm ſure. 


SONG CXXIX. 


HOU'ST run awa, thou'ſt run awa 

| Thou'ſt run awa from me, Mary, 
Nor friends nor I could make thee ſtay, 

” You've cheated them and me, Mary; 
3 For tothis day I never thought, 

> That ought could alter thee, Mary, 
For thou art miſtreſs of my heart, 


$4 
5 mY 
W, 


. Think what thou wilt of me, Mary. 


W hat e'er he ſaid or might pretend, 

That ſtole that heart of thine, Mary; 
doubt true love was not his end, 

Nor no ſuch love as mine, Mary. 

. J lov'd fincere nor flatter'd much, 

: Had no unwortoy views, Mary; 
Ambition, wealth nor naithing ſuch, 

No, Llov'd only you, Mary. 


FT hough you've been falſe, yet Khile 1 live, 
Ill {till wiſh well to thee, Mary; 
ay J forget and friends forgive, 
Thy wrongs to thee and me Mary, 
ind now adicu and reſt afſur d, 
Since thou haſt cheated me, Mary; 
For all thy ſex I'll ne'er endure, 
Half what I've done for thee, Mar y. 


„ SONG 
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SONG cxxx. ; 

EAR me, blooming Goddeſs, hear me N ; 
Queen of ſmiles and ſoft defire ; 3 . BE 

Send the beauty to endear me, = / 
Who has lit this am'rous fire. 4 To 
Oh! how ſweet the mild dominion - ( 
Of the charmer we approve ! 4 J 


Honour clips the wanton pinion, | Col 
And we're willing ſlaves to love. 


| SONG CXXXI, 80 
H! think not to deceive me +8 


With flatt'ring oaths and lies: [I 1 

"Tis all in vain, believe me, = 
For Love has piercing eyes. : 

A trifling preſent given, : 4 N 

Oft binds affection faſt, 5 7 

And grateful woman's driven = My 

To give herſelf at laſt. 8 f 

SONG cxxx!II. We 


E laſſes who long 
Love to be rumbled and towzled about, 
Attend to the ſong 
Of a boy who will flaſh ye, 
Thro' thick and thin daſh ye, 
If once he ſets out. 
If there's one to be had, 
Bring with you a lad, 2 
Who will make the road ſhort with a ſqueere aud 
_ a kiſs; : 
With a ſup of good gin 
When we come to our inn, 
A fowl, bacon and greens too will not be ami, 


In the morning we riſe, 
I clap to my cattle and handle my thong 
Ere you open your eyes, 


Affe 


E 
After new milk and brandy, 
O that is the dandy, 
I roll you along. 
Then take Paddy Carney, 
3 A trip to Killarney, 
Io ſee the fine waterfalls, rocks and green trees, 
O Sullivan's fountain, 
The lake and duck mountain, 
Colman's eye too, Meſs Glena, and ſights that 
will pleaſe. 


Y I've handled the gold, 

So Dublin farewell for my company ſtays: 

7 The morning is cold 

It makes me to ſhiver, 

To comfort my liver, 

E A dram in the chaiſe, 

: MY cattle have hay, 

4 reck'ning I'll pay, 

My 1 they are ſeated, we'll . it away, 
Free from melancholy, = 


* „ 


5 We're triſky and jolly, 
E en laugh : and we'll fog all the reſt of the day, 


SONG CXXXIII, 
HERE lives a ſweet lovely dear ein in this 
: city, 
With whom I could wiſh for to pals all my life; 
Sbe' s ever good humour'd, ſhe's witty and pretty; 
That man muſt be happy that gets her for wife; 
All his time wou'd paſs away merrily, 
Coaxing, careſſing and kiſſing with ſuch a glee, 
In her dear arms to be bleſt both night and day, 
Pleaſing her always with lango lee. 


Wbenever I meet with this lovely dear creature, 
ails, I feel ſuch emotions ariſe in my breaſt; 
With rapture I gaze on each delicate feature, 
And find by my heart ne'er from beating will 
re 


Tin 


RO ew, ow 2 — re? 
N r 
—— - 8 — =; 


. 
— - _ — — - ro a >< <4 — 2 — — 
= rr SETS . 2 2 — 2. 5 * n * 
—_ —_— — — — — 2 _ _ 45 . * 2-0 — 
2 — 1 2: I — * < — 2 Ir = 2 . » 
* — 2 * q * We FS 
* N F THE LL, — 7 
>» . by — 


ag 
— " 


UII. jt” Fx, 
fx x * 


PRE 


8 


— 2 


. 
. r : 1 
e 
— _ 2 ” a+” 
” = 


- = vg, . 
2 


Wa * MA 
— & — ot > 
=> +» ab 4 
wh QT 
Es 
3 


* = — - p 


* FS 8 * „ 5 
< © py - 4, 4 2 
= a 2 * 0 1 


Ae 


5 KF 
— 12 * —_ 
— I. or" VE 
— Fe” 


12 


. eng 
DS en n 
mg : 2 8 3 
* — =x 5 
N r = 
S SI > 
N n 2 
4 K 4 £ "= we 
aw REC — 


833 


Gang down the burn, Davy love, 


Gang down the burn, Davy love, 


[68 } 
illi I tell her how I adore her, 
Imploring for pity I fall down before her; gs Tl 
Compaſlion to take on her unhappy lover, * 
And favour the ſuit of his lango lee. 


SONG CXXXIV. 4 
HW happy was I, my blithe Jockey to ſee, | Her | 
When down at the brook he firſt bent on his 1 


knee | | | er 
To gi' me a drink, wi' ſweet looks in his een, = He 
And hail'd me of a' he had met for his queen. Blith 


Such beauties he ſaid were my een and my hair 
As none on the green cou'd wi' me compare; 
His hand and his flock his true love beſide 
Shou'd a' be mine ain gin I'd be his bride, 
Gin I'd be his bride, | 


Daft lad I replied, w! thy flocks never part 
To the laſs that wou'd meanly diſpoſe of her heart, 
For thine I but ſought in return for mine ain 

O g! me but that and thy flocks I diſdain 

He ſighing replied, I had had it lang ſyn 

And he had his wiſh in poſſeſſing of mine 

My hand I then gi' m without thought of his flock 
While even the brook murmur'd faithtul Jock, 


SONG CXXXV. 
HEN trees did bud and fields were green; 
\ y And broom bloon!'d fair to ſee : | 
When Mary was compleat fifteen, 
And love laugb'd in her eyes; 
Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did move, 
To ſpeak her mind thus free: 
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Down the burn, Davy love, 

Down the burn, Davy love, 
And I will follow thee. 

Down the burn, Davy love, 

Down the burn, Davy love, 


And I will follow thee, 


(-99- 1 
Now Davy did each lad ſurpaſs, 


That dwelt on this burn fide, :; 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 

3 Juſt meet to be a bride. 
Blithe Davy's blinks, &c. 

Her Cheeks were roſie red and white, 
Her Een was bonny blue; 

er looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew, 
Blithe Davy's blinks, &c, 

As fate had dealt to him a routh, 
Straight to the kirk he led her, 
here plighted her his faith and truth, 
And a bonny bride he made her; 
No more aſham'd to own her love, 

Or ſpeak her mind thus free, 

Gang down the burn Davy love, 
And I will follow thee. 


SONG CXXXVI. 
X\ 7 OUNG Colin having much to ſay, 
= In ſecret to a maid, | 
perſuaded her to leave the hay, | 
And ſeek th*' embow'ring ſhade ; 
Young Colin having much to ſay, 
In ſecret to a maid, 
erſuaded her to leave the hay, 
And ſeek th' embow'ring ſhade, 
And ſeek th'embow'ring ſhade, 
And ſeek th' embow'ring ſhade; 
And after roving with his mate, 
Where none cou'd hear or ſee. 
And after roving with his mate, 
MWhere none cou'd hear or ſee, 
Upon the velvet ground they ſat, 
Under the green wood tree, 
And after roving with his mate, 
here none coy'd hear or ſee, 


F 


HE 


NOR: 


on 


C92 
Upon the velvet ground they ſat, 
Under the greenwood tree. 
Under the greenwood tree, 
Under the greennodd tree, 
Upon the velvet ground they ſat, 
Under the green wood tree. 


Vour charms, ſays Colin, warm my breaſt, 
What muſt I for them give ? 
Nor night nor day can I have reſt, 
I can't without you live; 
My flocks, my herds, my all is thine, 
Cou'd you and I agree, 
Oh! ſay, you to my wiſh incline, 
Under the greenwood tree, 


Too late you tempt my heart, fond ſwain, 
The wary laſs replies, 

A lad, who muſt not ſue in vain, 5 
Now for my favour tries; 

He bids me name the ſacred day, 

In all things we agree 

Then why ſhou'd you and I now ſtay, 
Under the greenwood tree, 


All this but ſerv'd to fire his mind, 
He knew not what to do; 
Till to his ſuit ſhe wou'd be kind, 
He wou'd not let her go; 
His love, his wealth, the youth diſplay 4; 
No longer coy was ſhe; 
At church ſhe ſeal'd the vow ſhe made, 
Under the green wood tree. 


SONG CXXXVII. . 
* whence the ſoft pangs which I feel in nh 
breaſt, 
This love has beguil'd me of pleafure and reſt, 
Ah! whence the ſoft pangs which I feel in n) 
breaſt, 


This love has u beguil'd me of pleaſure and reſt, 


I fi 


1 71 1 
ſigh all the day till Cymon I ſee, 
nd my heart plays a tune—p1tty, Vitex, fatty 
pity patty. 

I figh all the day till Cymon I ſee, 
And my heart as a tune that goes pity, pitty 
. patty, 
This noſegay he gave me ſo beauteous to ſight, 
Its ſweets yield refreſhment its colours delight, 
1 view and careſs it with tranſports and glee, 
While my heart plays a tune AFitty, pitty patty, 


SONG CXXXVIII. 
ARK ! hark the joy inſpiring horn, 
Salutes the roſy riſing morn, 

And echoes thro' the dale, 
And echoes thro' the dale, 
1 With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 
Ihe hounds quick ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Kor gates nor hedges can impede, 
The briſk high mettl'd ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack purſue ; ; 

Like light'ning darting o'er the plains, 
The dittant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 


ler path the timid hare forſakes, 
And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
| There pants a while for breath ; 

F\ hen now the noiſe alarms her ear 

| Þcr baunts deſcry'd, her fate is near, 
She ſees approaching death. 


7 Directed by the well known breeze, 
he hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies ; 
i be diſtant courſers now come in, 
Ind join the loud triumphant din, 
Till echo rend the ſkies, 


0 ; 


Io the altar of Hymen, my fair one repair, 


1 
SONG CXXXIX. 


3 the ſoft murm'ring ſtream I will ſing of mw} 3 E 
love 2 
How delighted am I when abroad I can rove, | 5 


To indulge a fond paſſion for Jockey my dear, * 
When he's abſent I ſigh but how blight when hen © 

| near ? 1 
"Tis theſe rural amuſements _ my ſad heart K 
Come away to my arms love and never depart, * 
To his pipe I could ſing, for he's bonny and gay} * 


Did he know how I loy'd him no longer he'd ſtaß . 7 1 
| JT lr 


Neither linnet or nightingale ſing half ſo ſweet, Þ 
And the ſoft melting ſtrain did kind echo repeat, 
It ſo raviſh'd my heart and delighted my ear, 
Swift as lightning I flew to the arms of my dear, 
She, ſurprized and detected, ſome moments dil? 

{tand, | | =_ 
Like the roſe was her cheek and the lilly her hand, 
Which ſhe plac'd on her breaſt, and ſaid Jockey, 

I fear, | = 85 
I have been too imprudent, pray how came you 

here? | [> 


For to viſit my ewes and to ſee my lambs play, 

By the banks of the Tweed and the groves 
did ſtray ; | | 

But my Jenny, dear Jenny, how oft have I ſigb'd. 

And E Folia endleſs love if you would be my 
. bride; | | 


Where knot of affection ſhall tie the fond pair, 
To the pipe's ſprightly notes the gay dance ve 
will lead, | 
And will bleſs the dear grove by the banks of the 
Tweed. Sod Ns 


SONG 
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SONG CXL 


JELIEVE my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
8 Believe the heart you have won; 
; Believe my vows to you ſincere, 
2 or Peggy, I'm undone: 
Lou ſay I'm fickle apt to change, 
At ev'ry face that's new, 
Pkt all the girls I ever ſaw 
i ne er lov'd one like you, 
! I ne'er lov'd one like you, 
I ne'er lov'd one like you, 
—9 pt all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one like you. 


by heart was once a flake of ice, 
Till thaw'd by your bright eyes; 
Then warm'd and kindled in a trice, 
au A flame that never dies: 

f Then take and try me, and you'll find, 
2 A heart that's kind and true; | 
Z Pf all the girls I ever ſaw, 

| I neer loy'd one like you, 


SONG CXLI, 


Sung by Mrs, Barthelemon as her Farcv.cl!, 
Ratitude, with ſmiling face, 
Teach my tongue my thanks to ſhow, 
or all favours in this place, 
| Wiiich from ycu did ever flow, 
ere a tirict deſirs to pleaſe, 
Still has met your kind regard, 
our applauſe each doubt did caſe, 
And has been my beſi reward. 


ever ſhall this heart torget, 

Tho' rough feas may roll between, 

he reception here I've met 

The indulgence I have ſeen, 
F 


it, 


267 ab 2 


Still it ſhall while life remains 
Gratefully remember you, 

Tho' I quit Hibernia's plain 

And now take a laſt adieu. 


SONG CXLII. 
Tune. —Vilies and Liberty. 
# fog y the bucks of this gay town, 
nd give them ſomething pretty, 
Long time I've rambled up and down, 
To furniſh out my ditty ; 
In every place 
I view'd each face, 
Some I ſaw fat, ſome bony; 
But he who now 
His Taſte doth ſhew, 
Is call'd a Macaroni. 
A thing in an odd ſhape I met, 
It ſeem'd a Monkey tripping ; 
| It r _ 3 thro' the ſtreet, 
Juſt like a Magpie ſkipping; 
With little 0 OP 
And forehead flat, 
And ſwitch, to drive a poney, 
What's that ſaid I ? | 
'The folks did cry, 
Tis call'd a Macar on ! 


Upon its head a high toupee 
Stood fooliſhly — 
A ſtranger ſight I ne'er did ſee, 
Nor Cer to ſee expected. 
To it behind, 9 5 
Was cloſely join'd, 
A huge prodigious club, Sir? 
As big as thoſe 
By which his foes 
Stout Hercules did drub, Sir! 


it 
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ith breeches large, and wond'rous wide, 


Like to a Dutchman's trowſers, 
ith ſimpering grin, and haughty ſtride, . 
And lies, that, faith, were rouſers, 


'This thing did woo, 
And chatter too 
Like any imple tony, 
Say what you can 
Tis not a man,— 
"Tis but a Macaroni, 


| 00 yet this thing it did pretend 


3 To be a human creature ! 


ut heaven ever me defend 


From being of it, nature; 
Is For ſure no fop, 


Or weak milk-ſop, 

Or Coxcomb with heart ſtoney ; 3 
Or ſtupid als 
Can e'er ſurpaſs 

As fool—a Macaroni, 


| The ladies all as it paſs'd by 


Turn'd up their eyes and noſes, 


Who us to move ſuppoſes, 
A man we love 
And muſt approve. 


7 
: * this the thing, they all did cry ? 
; 


If rich, or void of money, 


But curſt be ſhe, 


by Who e'er can be, 


0 Fond of a Macaroni, 


ba SONG CxXLIII. 


3 

A 

$5 3 
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Flow'rs of various hues appear, 
Birds now ſing from ev'ry ſpray. 


| PRING renews the ſmiling year, 
Fields and meadows now are gay; 


In S!ring-time ye lovers, be conſtant and kind ; 


Fer nothing but love can ſoften the mind. 


F 2 
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1 
Summer now advances on, 
Sol now darts his ſultry beams; 
Let us each by love be won, 
Love enlivens all our dreams. 
In Summer, ye lovers, be conſtant and kind 
For nothing but love can ſoften. the mind, 


Autumn next, with golden grain 
And rich fruits of many "forts 
Now adorns each tree and plain; 
Now the time for pleaſing ſports. 
In Autumn, ye lovers, be conſtant and kind; 


For nothing but love can ſoften the mind. 


Shiv'ring Winter, in his turn, 
Does with frigid foot-ſteps move; 
Yet with love the heart may burn; 
Ev'ry ſeaſon's fit for love. | 
Then lovers, the whole vear be conſtant and Kind; 
For nothing but love can ſoften the mind. 
SONG CXLIV.- 
ALEMON in the hawthorn bower, 
With ſond impatience lay, 
He counted ev'ry anxious hour 
That ſtretch'd the tedious day. 
The roſy dawn Paſtora nan'd, 
And vow'd that ſhe'd be kind; 
But ah! the ſetting ſun proclaim” d 
That womens vows are wind, 
But ah! the ſetting ſun proclaim'd 
That womens vows are wind. 


The fickle ſex, the boy defy'd; 
And ſwore in terms profane : 
That beauty in her higheſt pride, 
Might ſue to him in vain, 
When Delia from the neighb'ring glade, 
Appear'd in all her charms, 
Each angry vow Palemon made, 
Was loſt in Delia's arms, 


1 


he lovers had not long reclin'd, 
3 Before Paſtora came : 
Anconſtancy, the cry'd, I find 

* Inev'y heart's the ſame; 


With ſuch bew itching power, 
I quite forgot the withing gueſt, 
That waited in the bower. 


F SONG CXLV. 
OW May her charms diſcloſes, 
And flow'rets deck the grove, 
I'll gather pinks and roſes, 

To give to her I love, 

Io give to her J love. 

For ſure a nymph more blooming, 
My eyes have never ſeen, 

} 2 2 lovely, leſs aſſuming, 

| Than Jenny of the green. 


F . thro' the fields a maying, 

I lately bent my way, 

I met the charmer ſtray ing, 
All bonny blithe and gay: 
felt unuſual pleaſure, 

To view her ſhape and mien, 
or all my joy and treaſure, 

Is Jenny of the green. 


. 
i; or her J ſigh and languiſh, 
But far to own my love, 

For ſhould ſhe ſlight my anguiſh, 
What torture muſt ! prove ? 
et ere gay ſummer's over, 

And winter's form is ſeen, 

11 own myſelf the lover, 


Of Jenny of the green, 


eg 


For young Alexis ſigh'd, and preſt— 


1 
SONG CXLVI. 


Y. Jour and I have toil'd 
'The live long ſummer's day, 
Till we were almoſt ſpoil'd, 
At making of the hay. 
Her kerchv was of holland clear, 
Tied on her bonny brow, 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear, 
But what is that to you? 


Her kerchy was of holland clear, 
Tied on her bonny brow, 

I whi ped ſomething in her ear, 
But »liat is that to you? 

But what is that to you? 
But what is tbat o you ? 

I whiſper'd ſomothing in her ear, 
But what ; bat to you? | 


Her ſtochings were of kerſy green, 
As t as on ſilk; « 

O, Eck a leg was never ſeen ! 
He: in was white as milk; 

Her hair was blac as ane could wiſh, 
And ſweet ſeget was her mou 

O, jeany aainttty can kiſs! 
But what is that to you ? 


The roſe and lily baith combine 
To make my Jeany fair; 

There is nas Beneſon like mine, 
I have amailt nae care; | 

But when another ſwain, my fair, 
Shall ſay you're fair to view, 

Le: Jeany whiſper in his ear, 

6 Pay 4 what is that to you?!“ 
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SONG CXLVII. 
O ſigh and complain, 
Alike I diſdain, 
Contented my wiſh to enjoy : 
I ſcorn to reflect 
On a Lady's neglect, 
Or batter my peace for a toy. 


In love, as in war, 
1 laugh at a ſcar; 
And if my proud enemy yield, 
The joy that remains, 
Is to lead her in chains, 
And glean the rich ſpoils of the field. 


SONG CXLVIII. 
| Be not rage thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juit expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by "th y ſoft breaſt 

Nor with rancour never ending, 
Heap freth ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 


Let not rage thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched itate can mend; 
I, alas! at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend ! 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove : 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Porc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 
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SONG CXLIX. 


' 7” 
T tyrant love, with cruel dart, . wha 
Transfix the maiden's tender heart ; * 
Of eaſy faith, and fond belief, 4 P 
She hugs the dart, and aids the thief, LI N 
Till left, her helpleſs fate to mourn, T 
Neglected, loving, and forlorn ; 4 C 
She finds, while grief her boſom tings, . 
As well as darts, the god has wings. 3 
| F 
SONS. bo 
VOR various purpoſe ſerves the fan, * 
As thus--a decent blind, = 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, . 
Nor yet betray your mind, : ; 
Each action has a meaning plain, 4 
Reſentment's in the ſnap, % 
A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, F1 
Conſent, a gentle tap. 4 


All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 

All modes of female art, 

And to advantage ſweetly ſhews 
The hand, if not the heart. 


"Tis folly's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd 
By love's capricious boy, 


Who knows how lightly all mankind F 
Are govern'd by a toy. | 
SONG: CLL.: - A, 

N HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 

9 From nymph to nymph I ſtrove in vain 


My wild deſires to rally: | 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ſtrange ! no longer ſeek to roam, 
They center all in Sally,  - 
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Vet ſne, unkind one! damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deftroy ; 
Can love with ruin tally ? 


By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eves, I ſwear, 
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I would all deaths, all torments bear, 


Rather than injure Sally, 


Come, then, oh! come, thou ſwevter far 
I' han jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lillies of the valley; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally, 


SONG. CLII. 

IF E's a garden, rich in treaſure, 
| Bury'd like the ſeed: in earth: 
There lie joy, contentwent, pleaſure; 

But 'tis love muſt give them birth. 
That warm fun its aid denying, 
We no happinet: can taſte; 
But in cold obttruction lying, 
Life is all one barren waſte. 
SONG CLIII. 
LL you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done; 


5 For, if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 


You'll loſe her, as {ure as a gun, 


With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all 
mat, 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; 


Shell hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 


But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs is fine! 
But, mark you the conſequence, mun; 

The Baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun, 


F 5 Then 
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. 82 ] 
Then he with a maiden bold, frolic, and "ROY 
And no opportunity ſhun Z 
She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry] 1 
ou! ; 


But mum—ſhe' s as ſure as a gun. þ 
1 F 
SONG CLIV. V 
ARK | tis I, your own true __ 2 
Atter walking three long miles - 
One kind look at leaſt diſcover, = .-* 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles, 10 
You alone my heart I fix on, - ms 
Ah! you little cunning vixen! A 
I can ſee Jour roguiſh ſmiles. = 
Addſlids! my mind is ſo poſſeſt, [4 * 
Till we're ſped I ſhan't have reſt; 3 


Only ſay the thing's a bargain, S A 
Here an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, 
There's at once an end of arguing: 
J am her's, ſhe is mine; | 
Thus we ſcal, and thus we ſign. 


SONG CL. 
Tune — In infancy our hopes and fears. 
HE tuneful lark on ether wings 

Each morn his lofty 1 


In rapt'rous notes he ſweetly fings, 
And hails th' approaching light:! 
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But I front morn no comfort know, 
Nor reſt from {lent night ; 

All joys to me inſipid grow, 
Afford me no delight, 
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You muſt tell her ſome pretty love tale, 


83 7 
SONG CLVI. 


Tune Dear Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
ULD you wiſh o'er a maid to prevail, 


In fighs you your mind muſt impart; 


And ſing what you feel at your heart, 


When, in pity, to love ſhe's inclin'd, 


And fondly believes all you ſay, 


Sure embrace her while ſhe's in the mind - 


There's danger in longer delay. 


O how happy could I be with you, 


United in wedlock's ſoft chain; 


All the day we'd our pleaſure purſue, 


And revel it over the plain. 


Would the fates only grant me but this, 


All the cares of high life I'd defy; 


= And, while thus we enjoy'd the true bliſs, 


How happy my Dickey and I! 


| 8 ON G. CLYII. 

ET Maſonry, from Pole to Pole, 

Her ſecret laws expand ; 

Far as the mighty waters roll, 
To waſh remotell land! 

That virtue has not left mankind, 
Her ſocial maxims prove: 

For ſtamp'd upon the Maſon's mind 
Are Unity and Love. 


Aſcending to her native ſky, 
Let Maſonry increaſe ; 

A glorious pillar rais'd on high, 
Integrity its baſe 


Peace adds to olive boughs entwin 


An emblematic Dove ; 
As ſtamp'd upon the Maſon's mind 
Are Unity and Lowe, 


8 ON. 
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SONG CLVIII. 


I 7 ET awhile, ſweet ſleep, deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms, 
Let not care awake to grieve me, 4 
Lull it with thy potent charms. I. 
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I, a turtle, doom'd to ſtay, 
Quitting young the parent's neſt, 
Find each bird a bird of prey; 


Sorrow knows not where to reſt, 


SONG cLtx. 5 \ 
ARK! what diſcord fills our ears, 83 
Now the trumpet's clangor ſounds 
War, with horrid front appears, ö 
Faction, leaping o'er all bounds, 
But Naſſau's all conqu'ring ſword 
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To theſe realms did peace afford F 
And the monarch of our choice 45 
Still both war and Faction's voice. 5 


Princes of the Brunſwie line, 
With true glory ever ſhine; 
And till lateſt time ſhall ceaſe, 
Still adorn both war and peace, 


The name of George will ſtill propitious prove 
To all who're fill'd with loyalty and love, 
By great Naſſau qur liberties we gain'd, 
By George our liberties are ſtill maintain'd, 


Nor yet alone for royal virtues fam'd, 

For each domeſtic grace let George be nam'd; 
What greater „Erth can any prince commend, 
At once the monarch, huſband, father, friend. 
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8 NG CLX. 
Z THRISK wine and women are 
1 The ſcource or all our joys; 
A brimmer ſoftens ev'ry care, 
And beauty never cloys: 
Then let us drink and love, 
While yet our hearts are gay ; 
Women and wine, by all approv'd, 
Are bleſſings night and day. 


| SONG CLXI. 
HEN firſt I ſaw the graceful maid, 
W Ah! me, what meant my throbbing 
breaſt: 
Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 
If love thou art, then farewell reſt. 


With gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain 

Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create ; 
And though you may not love again, 
In pity, ah! forbear to hate. 
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1 SONG CLXIL. 
IN April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain ; 
The yellow hair'd laddie would oftentimes go, 
To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn 
| trees grow ; | | 
ve There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his love's ev'ning & morn : 
Ne ſung with fo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 
That Sylvans and Faries unſeen danc'd around. 
The * ſaid, ** Tho' young Molly be 
air, | 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air; 
But Suſy is handſome, and ſweetly can fing, 
Her breath like the breeze gives perfumes to the 
ſpring ; | | | | 
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There's Jenny in all the gay bloom of her youth, 

Like the moon is inconſtant, & never ſpealè truth; 

But Suſy is faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. 


My lady's fine daughter with all her great dow'r, 
Is aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour; 
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OT 


But Suſy, who knows neither riches nor ſcorn, 75 Sh 


Is mild as the bluſhes that paint the new morn, 
Ah! friends, how delighted, how bleſt ſhould I 


be, 


Would my Suſy but ſmile, and her parents agree: 
What more could I wiſh for? my Suſy's the whole, 
The joy of my eyes, and the pride of my foul,” 


SONG CLXIII. 


AST week, in the grove, 
5 I met with my love, 
Who haltily bid me be gone; 
I aſk'd for a kiſs, 
She took it amiſs, N 
Her anſwer was, Let me alone, 


Fye, fye, Phillis, fye, 
What makes you ſo ſhy, 
I anſwer'd, in paſſionate tone; 
But {till ſhe reply'd, 
* You mult be deny'd, 
So leave me, and let me alone, 


I know that you men, 

« Are falſe, nine in ten, 
I never reflected till now; 

No longer purſue, 

„ But ceaſe to ſubdue, 


*© You ſhall not deceive me, I vow,” 


J told her, for life 
I'd make her my wife, 
And ſwear to be true, o'er and o'er; 


i 
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That I'd virtue and youth, 


Love, honour, and truth, 
And what could ſhe wiſh to have more * 


„If that's your intent, 
4 « I give my conſent,” | 
| She cry'd ©* To the Prieſt let's begone. . 
I led her away, 
She's happy and gay, 
Nor longer cries, Let me alone. 


e N * 


SONG CLXIV. 
bg: gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
: Her gloſſy plumage laves; _ 
And failing down the filver tide, 
© Divides the whiſp'ring weaves : 
q | The ſilver tide that wand ring flows, 
' Sweet to the bird muſt be; 
* But not ſo ſweet, blithe Cupid know 
As Delia is to me. 
| A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
© On yonder fruit-tree ſung ; 
And {till the pendent neſt ſhe Yew 'd, 
That held her callow young 
: Though dear to her maternal heart, 
| The genial brood mult be, 
They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Delia is to me. 


| The roſes that my brow ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale, 

| Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before their hue grew pale : 

My vital blood would thus be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee ; | 

For what the root is to the roſe, 

My Delia is to me, 
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Two doves I found like new-fall'n ſnow, 


So white the beauteous pair; 
The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 
May they of our connubial love, 

A happy omen be; | 
Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 

Shall Delia ſhare with me, 


SONG CLXV. 

DV the gaily-circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 

By the hollow caſk are told 

How the waning night grows old, 

How the waning night grows old : 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play; 
What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of care 'twas made for you : 
Sons of care *twas made for you. 


SONG CLXYL. 


ET the grave, and the gay, 
Enjoy life how they may, 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs; 
Go the world well or ill, 
"Fs the ſame with me ſtill, 
If Thave hut my friend and my glass, 


The lover may figh, 
'T'he courtier may lye, 
And Crœſus his treaſure amaſs; 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my e'afs. 
New life wine inſpires, 
And creates new deſires, 
And oft wins the lover his lafs, 
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Or his courage prepares 
N To diſdain the nymph's airs ; 
o T'Il ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


6 'The earth ſucks the rain, 

21 The ſun draws the main, 

1 With the earth we are all in a claſs; 
5 Then enliven the clay, 


4 Let us live while we may, 
| And I'll ſtand by my fricnd and my claſs, 
[+ 'Tis friendſhip and wine, 


2 Only life can refine : 
We care not whate'er comes to paſs 
| With courtiers, or great men, 
[ 'There's none of us ſtateſmen : 
Come, here's to our friend and our glaſs, 


N SONG CLXVII. 
ſues, | 


news; 


gun. 


ro Sparks's droll phiz others thunder applant, 
And triflers delight to hear play houſes's noi!e 
Kut ſuch idle amuſements I'l! careful! y ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


5 13 mortal ſome favourite pleaſure pur- 


b Some to Daly's run for play, ſome to Norris's for 


Soon as Phoebus has finiſhed hi: ſummer' career, 
And his maturing aid bleſt the huſpandman care; 
When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt ome, 
. And, their labours being o'er, are at lèeiſure to roam; 
8 From the noiſe of the town and its follic: ! run, 
7 Aud I range o'er the fields with my dogs and my 


7 When my pointers em me all carefully ſtand, 
And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command: 


my bird, 


I've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford: 


When the covey he ſprings, and 1 bring cown 
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No paſtime or pleaſure that's under the ſun, = 
Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun, Wi 


When the covey I've thinned, to the woods II WI 
repair, | | ot 

And I bruſh thro' the thickets devoid of all fear; f 

There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, q 


And with pheaſants and woodcocks my bag oftcn 4 Lel 
fill; = 

For death (where I find them) they ſeldom can 
ſhun, BY 
My dogs are ſo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 7 x 
My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under com. * 
mand; | | Fo Y Th 
Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt, at hand; Þ* oy 


When a woodcock they fluſb, or a pheaſant they 


ſpring, | . Th 
With heart-chearing notes, how they make the \ 
woods ring; | 29 

Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, h 

My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. n 

When at night we chat over the ſport of the day, . 

And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils lay; : 
Then I think of my friends, and to each ſend a | 

part; * 

For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart: AI 

'Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, WW 
And my pleaſures confine tomy dogs and my gun. k 

SONG CLXVIII. Ai 


THE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 


cold,” © w. 
And the meadows, all ſpangled with dew-drops i 
behold : | | | | 
How the lark's early mattin proclaims the new } 
da 
And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our de- f 


lay! 
& With 
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With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can 
vie, | | | 
while jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry, 


Leet the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
4: court; 

No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 

But innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree, 

Ihe prieft hunts a living, the lawyer a fee 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, i 
Though often, like us, they're flung out with 
K diferace, | | 
With the ſports of the field, &c, 

The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame, 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Vet, in ſpite of her airs, ſh. her lover purſues. 
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Wich the ſports of the field, &c, 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſings of health: 
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5 lands to roam, 

And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 

With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can 

5 vie, | | 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 

follow, follow, follow, &c. MS 
SONG CLXIX. 

TEE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 

1 Attends to the villager's vows, 

The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 

And poplars embrace with their boughs : 


— 


P 
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With hounds and with horns through the wood- | 


( 92 ] 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above ; 


We {hepherds that dwell on the plain, = 
Hail May, as the mother of love. 4 
From the weſt as it wantonly blows 17 
Fond zephyrs careſſes the vine; 1 85 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, & 
And willous and woodbines entwine! . + 
The pinks by the rivulet's ſide, = 
That border the vernal alcove, 5 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, . 
For May is the mother of love. He. 
May tinges the butterfly's wing, 4 


He flutters in bridal array; 
If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 
The ſtock- dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the mother of love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay; 
Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May : 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguith remove, 
Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, = 
That May is the mother of love. Net 


SONG CLXX. 

He. AST, my love, thine eye: around, 
| See the ſportive lambkins play; 
Nature daily decks the ground, 1 

All in honour of the May: | = © 

Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 
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be, Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale; 
And thy loft, perſuaſive tongue 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


ot the verdure of the grove, 

Not the garden's faireſt flow'r; 

Nor the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour; 

Can delight thy Damon's eye, 

If Florella is not by. 


de. Not the water's gentle fall, 
5 By the bank with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 

Nor the flute's melod ious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear, 
Li her Damon is not near. 


Beth. Let us love, and let us live 
Like the chearful ſeaſon gay; 
Baniſh care and let us give 

Tribute to the fragrant May 

Like the ſparrow and the dove, 

Liſten to the voice of love. 


SONG CLXXI. 
NCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambrofia! 


feaſt, 


Large bowls of rich neQar were quaffing; 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, 
(Homer fays the Celeſtials lov'd laughing :) 
Pn each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ; 

He ſung, repartee'd, and ſome {mart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove: 


Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
** Grows grievouſly tir'd of late; 
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He ſay's that mankind are much worſe than be· 


„ ; E 
„ So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.” ut 


Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, F 
Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the! 


world, 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall, 


4 
Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe Hoy 


round, | 
To ſee what each climate was worth; 5 
Like a di'mond, the whole with an atmoſpher; be 
bound, is 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth: And 


With ſilver, gold, jewels,. ſhe India endow'd, 

France and Spain ſh2 taught vineyards to rear; por 
What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe be-!“ 

ſtow'd, ® 

And Freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four Cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this Iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root ; 
The bloſſoms of Liberty gan here to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit : + 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty fo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as twas giv'n! 1 
We will, while we've breath; nay, we'll grapF; 
it in death, | 7 
Then return it untainted to Heav'n. 


SONG CLXXII. 

F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment 
It bitter, O tell me whence comes my content. 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 

plain, . # 

Or erieve at my fate, ſince I know tis, in vain! 7 

Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 

That at once it both wounds me and tickles nf B 

heart, 
I gray 
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graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by pattonate ſilence I make my love known, 
But, oh ! how I'm bleſt when fo kind ſhe does 
| prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reyeals all her flame, 
And our eye, tell each other what neither dare 
[2 name ! 
| How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are the 
i charms! 
bee delightful embraces ! how peaceful TA arms ! 
eis Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to beauty 5 bright ſtandard all herocs mult 
= yield, (held. 
ar; For tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair 


al SONG CLXXVIII. 


O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 


. The merits of wine with the charms of the 


8 fair; 
L appeal to the men to determine between 
A tun-belly'd Bacchus and Beauty's fair Queen, 


| The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign, 
For tho' there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in 


rap 1 wine: 
Urnen let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 
Tris the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs 
F ſmile. 


t? Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And the more I behold her, the more I admire ! 
| But the charms of her temper and mind I adore! 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty” 5 no 
= more, 


How happy our days when with love we engage! 
is the tranſports of youth ; tis the comfort oi 


e: 
> But 
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But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl ? 
Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the foul! 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty am 1. 5 
From this fair confeſſion tis plain, my good friend, No c 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end, If 
Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, Alike 
But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is dry: Ea 
From woman, dear woman, {weet pleaſure muſt I In w. 


ſpring ; | Di. 

Nay, the Stoicks mult own it—ſhe's the beſt thing, Each 
Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford; | it 
For a time it will make one as great a lord: dhe v 
But woman, for ever, gives tranſport to man, She 
And I'll love the dear en as long as I car. po v 
S O N G CLXXIV. Us 


WEE Shepherd, or Nymph of the grove, {F en 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 

Since Phœbe no longer is here? 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 

(What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains : ) 
Her hand they were wont to obey ; 

She rul'd both the ſheep and the Swains 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the 11ver that runs by the mill? 
There, ſweet by my ſide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the truſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold ! 


How oft would I ſpy out a charm, | 
Which before had been hid from my view! 
And, while arm was enfolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips, how they grew ! 


How 


111 

How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt ! 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 
hat pleaſures and pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No changes of place, or of time, 
Il felt when my fair one was near; 

Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year: 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 

Did we melt on the boſom of May; 
„ach morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 


dhe was all my fond wiſhes could aſk ; 

She had all the kind gods could impart! 
be was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk! 
The diſpair, and the envy of art: 

There all that is worthy to prize, 

In all that was lovely was dreſt; 

For the Graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt, 


SON G CLXXV. 
EAR the ſide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, 
A free-hearted fellow attends on his mill; 
* Health agg her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his 
ace 

F Honeſty gives e'en to aukwardneſs grace: 
biour'd with His meal does he labour and ing, 
bl 1coaling at night, he's as bleſt as a King; 
&cr heartily cating, he takes a full fwill 
liquor home- brew'd, to ſucceſs of the mill. 


makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 
that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid : 

conicience is free, and his income 1s clear, 

| he values not them of ten thouiand a years 
a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote; 
cetions he ſcorns to „ of a groat: 


=, 


He 


98. 
He hates your proud placemen, and, do what 
| they will, (mill, 1! 
They ne'er can ſeduce the launch man of the 


On Sunday he talks with the Barber and Prieſt, 4 
And hopes that our Stateſmen do all for the beit;Þ 

That the Spaniards thall ne'er interrupt our free £ V 

os . 

Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid. 
He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 

And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have peace T. 

Tho' old England, he knows, may have itrenetifÞ! | 

and have ſkill, 

To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his wo 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 

Or with the ſtiff plough turns up furrows of cl: 

His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh 5 

That his country may ever be happy and fret 

With his hand 3 his heart to King George de 
he fill, 

May all loyal ſouls act the man of tlie mill! 


89 O0 NG CLXXVI. 
HO' Chloe's out of faſhion, 


Hoy 
Thi. 


( h, 
7 
Kind 
Wit! 
1 ut e 
Hoy 


Can bluſh and be ſincere; Dn 

1˙Il toaſt her in a bumper, Dur j 
If all the belles were here. And 9 
What tho' no di'monds ſparkle hen 
Around her neck and wailt, " r 
With ev'ry ſhining virtue A ba 
The lovely maid | is grac'd. Sa 
In modeſt, plain apparel ; NAR 
No patches, paint, nor airs; | 1 | 
In debt alone to Nature, Flew: 


And angel ſhe appears: And 


f 


„„ 
Pim gay coquittes, high finiſh'd, 
„ My Chloe takes no rules, 

Nor envies them their conqueſts, 
„ Ihe hearts of all the fools. 


'S Who wins her muſt have merit, 
Such merit as her own; 
Ihe graces all polleiling, 


ce Then grant me, gracious heav'n, 
I! be gifts you moſt approve, 
And Chloe, charming Chloe, 
Will bleſs me with her love. 


on SONG -CLEXVH.- - 
THE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
0 And Friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can 
mo meet; (round 
gle How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching a- 
ret his ſource of content is ſo rear to be found? 


Dh, Friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſweetner of 
9 1 

Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife ;, 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
Fut empty deluſion, the joys of an hour? 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 
Un whom we may always with {afety depend ? 


Dur joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 


And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 
Then fortune is ſmiling what crouds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip C.ncere; 
Let change but the proſpect, and point out difire!s : 
Jo longer to court you they eacer!y preſs, 


: SONG CLXXVIII. 
RINK to me only with thine eyes, 
And will pledge with mine; 
leave a kiſs but on the cup, 
Ard Þ'll not wiſh for wine, 
& 2 
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The thirſt that from the ſoul does riſe, 
Does aſk a drink divine ; Pe 

But might I of Jove's nectar ſip, 
I would not change for thine. 


J {ent thee late a roſeat wreathe, 
Not ſo much hon'ring thee, 

As giving it a hope, that there 
It could not wither'd be- 1 

But thou thereon didſt only breathe, 1 
And ſent it back to me; Fac 

Since which it blooms, and ſmells, I ſwear, ; 
Not of itſelf, but thee. ar 


SONG CLXXIX. 


0 lovely roſe, tell her that waſtes her tir T. 
and me, 


That now ſhe knows, when I reſemble her to the 
How ſweet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. N . 
Tell her that's young, and ſhuns to have her aur ou 
| ſpy'd, [abi er: 
That hadſt thou ſprung in defarts where no m 
Thou mutt have uncommended dy'd. | 
Small is the worth of Beauty from the light ret. A! 
Bid her come forth, ſuffer herſelf to be der, ? 
And not bluſh ſo to be admir'd. | pork 
Then dic, that ſhe the common fate of all H in 
rare _ 
May read in thee, how ſmall a part of time * Woh 
Mare, Vi 
'That are ſo wond'rous ſweet and fair, Wh: 
Id 
E fair, pode of ev'ry charm n . 


To captivate the will; 
Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm; 5 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill: 


| 1 
Pav, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
: Where fatt'ry bears no part; 

And honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the heart! 


| 1Preat is your pow 'r but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 
1, as ye all can make a net, 
| Ye all could make a cage: 
Fach nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 
For who's to Beauty blind ? 
a to what end a priſoner make, 
Y Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind: 


Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain; 
earn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the Lover! s chain. 


gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 


hough Beauty may the charm begin, 
Tis ſweetneſs ma kes it laſt. 


N ONG MAI. 
AIR Kitty, . ful and young 
And wild as colt untam'd, | 
ſpoke the fair from whence ſhe ſprung. 
: With little rage infiarm d; 
lam'd with rage and {ad reſtraint, 
Vhich wiſe mamma crdain'd, 
d forelv vex'd to play the Saint, 
Nile Wit and Beauty rei 21500 
While Wit and Beauty reign” a, 
dd ſorely vex'd to play the Saint 
WV bile Wit and Beaut ty reign'd 


ſt Lady Jenny friſk about, 

Ind vitit with her couſins 2 

balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
ad bring home hearts by dozen: 


5 


| 
\ 


E 10a 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt, 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While J am ſcarce a toaſt: 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt? 


Dear, dear, mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd my fortune try; 
I'll have my Ear! as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 
Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire, 
And ſet the world on fire. 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


SONG CLXXXII: 


HAT means that tender ſigh, my dear; 
Why filent drops that cryſtal tear ? 


What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 
Where love and peace delight to relt ? 
What tho' thy Jockey has been ſeen 
With Molly ſporting on the green ? 
*T was but an artful trick to prove 
The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


Tis true, a noſegay I had dreſt 

To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt, 
ut *twas at her deſire, to try 
i Damon caſt a jealous eye: 


'Theſe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn, 


Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn; 
But in thy fragrant boſom lies 
A {weet perfume that never dies. 


90) 
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SONG CLXXXIII. 
i H! my friends, ye little know 
: The ſorrows, that from wedlock flows 
Farewell, ye days and nights of eaſe, 
Now I have got a wife to pleaſe; 
So abide ye yet, ſo abide ye yet, | 
Ve little know what may betide ye yet, 
The marriage nooſe may make ye fret, 
And a wayward wife may tame ye yet. 
When I was young and briſk as thee, 
I fear'd not the bonnyeſt ſhe; 
Like you J vainly fancied then, 
That all the world was made for men: 
So abide ye yet, &c, 
Hercules and Sampſon too, | 
Were ſtronger men than you or you, 
Let they were forced by their dears, 
Jo hold the diſtaff and the ſheers, 
So abide ye yet, &c. 


Caps of ſteel and ſtrong built walls 

Are proofs againſt ſwords and cannon balls; 
© But yet there's naught by ſea or land, 
Againſt a wayward wife can ſtand, 

So abide ye yet, &c. &c, 


s 
154 


. SONG CLXXXIV. 
LQWEET echo, ſweeteſt nymph that liv'ſt un- 
ſeen 


Within thy airy cell, 

By flow meander's margent green, 

And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 

Where the love-lorn nightingale 

: 1htly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well; 

8 Can'it thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are? 

O! if you have 

Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 


Tell 


[ 104 ] 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the ſphere; 


So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, * 
And give reſounding grace to all heav'n's harmo- 
nies, At 
| oh 
SONG CLXXXV. Th 
OME, chear up, my lads, 'tis to glory ve 
Keer, No 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year: Bu 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; Vn 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves ? Uſe 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are out 
men; | EF Th 
We always are ready, Ho: 
Steady, boys, ſteady; Not 


We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again, rhe 


We ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to {iar;# Gro 

They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away : $ 

If they run why we follow, and run them aſhore; Exe 

For if they wont fight us, we cannot do more. For 
Heart of oak, &c. 5 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe FR OR foes I Be 9 
They'll frighten our women, and children, and 
beaux; : i 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get 0's, Kris 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them on ſho And 
art of oak, &c. [- 
We'll {tll make them run, and we'll ſtill ma 
them ſweat, F 
In ſpite of the Devil and Bruſſel's Gazette: 
Then chear up my lads, with one voice let us {ins 


Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and King. 
Heart of oak, &c. 


SON 


ys 


1405 1 
SONG CLXXXVI. 


NE fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 
A That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more; 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 

That prudence mult cherith what beauty has caught, 


» = 
9 


O 


The bloom of your check, and the glance of 
ge! your eye, b 
Your roſes and lilies, may make the men figh : 
But roſes and lilies, and fighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die, as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guit- 
= tar; | TS he | 

| Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar: 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
ar; Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at com- 
mand: | | | 

re; Exert with your huſbands the ſame happy ſkill ; 
Por hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your 
3 will. . 


and? 


os 1 gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind; 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to 
your mind; „ 

oer ris there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 


or: And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


SONG CLXXXVII. 


my WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine always 
0 dwells, | | 


8 meagre Frenchman, Madame Grandſire's cook, 
home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took: 
ding beneath the weight of fam'd Sir-Loin, 
hom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Goad 


F 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the ſphere 
So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 
And give reſounding grace to all heav'n's harmo- 
nies, | 


SONG CLXXXV. 
OME, chear up, my lads, 'tis to glory we 
| ſteer, - | | 
Io add ſomething new to this wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our 

| men z | 

We always are ready, 

Steady, boys, ſteady; 
We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again, 


Me nei er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away: 

If they run why we follow, and run them aſhore; 

For if they wont fight us, we cannot do more. 
Heart of oak, &c. SAS Beg 


'They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes 
They'll frighten our women, and children, and 
beaux; | 8 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them on ſhore, 
Heart of oak, &c. | 


We'll {t1l make them run, and we'll till make 
them ſweat, 
In ſpite of the Devil and Bruſſel's Gazette: 
Then chear up my lads, with one voice let us ſing 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king, 
Heart of oak, &c, | 


SONG 


Ty 1 
SONG CLXXXVI. 


= E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more; 
E Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence mult cherith what beauty has caught, 


| The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of 


„ your eye, * 8 

vour roſes and lilies, may make the men ſigh: 
But roſes and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die, as your beauties decay. 


: ar 3 | 
| Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar: 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by your Kindneſs, and come at com- 
mand : | 

Exert with your huſbands the ſame happy {kill ; 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your 
will, | 


De gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind; 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to 
| your mind; 

Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 
And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


SONG CLXXXVII. 


Where ſad deſpair and famine always 
dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, Madame Grandſire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took: 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir-Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
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Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 
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Good father Dominick by chance came by, 


With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye, 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beſtow'd; 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 


He lick'd his chaps, and thus the Knight addre(s'{, 


Air A Hy Laſs to @ Friar came, Sc. 


Oh rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

When dreſs'd aad garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's foes combin'd 


Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Reno-xn'd Sir-Loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 

On thee ev'n Kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 

Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup maigre, frogs, and ſallad! 


A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food, 
His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then, in plaintive tone, declar'd his grief. 


Air—Foote's Minuet. 

Ah, ſacre Dieu, vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite ? 
Begar, it is de roaſt beef from Londre; 

Oh! grant me von letel bite. 
But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel Fate dis boon denies; 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 


His 


8 


- 


Hi 


1 
His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
{ Whoſe brazen front his country did betray 
From T'yburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread. 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd : 


Air — Ellen a Roon, 


sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 


vet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy fight is, 
My joy, that fo light i is, 
| To view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes, 
| hile here I remain, my life's not worth a far- 


| While here 3 remain, my life s not worth a far- 


thing. 
Ah, hard- Learted Louis 
Why did I come to you ? 
[The allows, more kind, would have lav'd me 
from arving. 


| Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, 

| Who fed his noſe, and feratch'd his ruddy pate ; 
But when Old England's bulwark he efpy'd, 

His dear-loy'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide; 
With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 


caſe: 


Air—The Broom of Cowdenknows, 


How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 

Who was fo blithe of late, 

To fee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 

O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown ; 

| wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 


How ſweet it would gang down 


Ah! 


| Then ſcrubb'd himſelt, and thus bewail'd his 
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1 108 J 


Ah! Charley, hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd tome; _ 

J would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'n 
Ere I had gang'd wr thee, 

O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But, ſee! my Muſe to England takes het flight, 

Where health and plenty ſocially unite; 

Where ſmiling freedom guards great George 

throne, 

And whips, and chains, and tortures are no! 
| | known. | 

Though Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhoull 

ring, 
In ruſtic fable 0 ae leave to ſing, 


As once on a time, a young frog, pert and yain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted the ſize he could quickly attain, 

O the roaſt beef of Old England, 

And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 


Cry'd, © Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame,” 


O the roaſt beef, &. 


But deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt, 
An effort he ventur'd more {ſtrong than the firſt 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him burt;, 
O the roaſt beef, &. 
Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear, 
The Ox is Old England, the Frog is Monſieur; 
Whoſe pufis and bravadoes we need never fear, 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | | 
For while by our commerce and arts we are able 
To fee the Sir-Loin ſmoak ing hot on our table, 
The French may e'en burit, ike the frog in the able, 
O ite roaſt beef of old England 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beet. 
SONG 
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SONG CLXXXVIII. 


O dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
+ þ Declar'd his fix'd paſſion, and dy'd for in 
ſong; | | 
He went, one May morning, to meet 1n the grove, 
y her own dear appointment, this Goddeſs of 
Love: 
MW Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on each—Can a lover do more? 


„e waited, and waited zithen, changing his ſtrain, 
Tas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain! 

WW The ſun was commanded to hide his dull light, 

And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd down- 

right: | 

PT was his hapleſs fortune to die and adore 


But never to change—Can a lover do more? 


in, 


Geora it hap'd, was by accident there; 

No roſe- bud ſo tempting, no lilly ſo fair: 

He preſs'd her white hand—next her lips he ef- 
ſay'd: | | | 

Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the maid : 

ler kindly compliance his peace did reſtore, 

And dear Amaryllis—was thought of no more, 


SONG CLXXXIX. 
HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd cotn; 
he yellow-harvelt, free from ſpoil, 
: ewards the happy Farmer's toi} , 
ur; Nhe flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 
ear, er which he tells the jocund tale, 


ne, 


able SONG Cc. 
e, I Made love to Kate, 
ble. 1 Long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 


Till 1 heard of late, 
She'd a mind for me 


H ] met 
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11 
J met her on the green, 
In her beſt array; 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, 
She ſtole my heart away. 
Oh! then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much t, 
| blame? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done tl; 
ſame. | 
As I fonder grew, 
She began to prate, 
Quoth ſhe—1I'll marry you, 
And you ſhall marry Kate: 
But then I laugh'd and ſwore, 
I lov'd her more than ſo; 
'Ty'd each to a rope's end 
Is tugging to and fro. 
Again we kiſs'd and preſs'd ; were we much tz 
blame? | 5 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
flame. ; 
Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, 
She was wond'rous lick, 
Dicky Katy led, | 
Katy ſhe led Dick: 
Long we toy'd and play'd 
Under yonder oak, 
Katy loſt the game, 
Tho' ſhe play'd in joke! 
For there we did, alas! what 1 dare not name 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done ti 


{ame, 
| Yall 
SONG CXCI. * 
O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, i 


Blithe Jocky to young Jenny came; 
But tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


1 
Her milk- white hand he did extol, 

And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall : 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel, 

But {till ſhe turn'd her Spinning- wheel. 


Then round about her ſlender wailt, 

He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd; 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel : 
But yet ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe; 

He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondnefs ſhe could ſcarce conceal 
Yet {till ſhe turn'd her Spinning-wheel, 


Fill, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd; 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 
\tlaſt, when ſhe began to chide, 

He {wore he meant her for his bride : 
was then her love ſhe did reveal, 
Aud flung away her Spinning- wheel. 


SONG CXCII. 


0 


10 


the 


ling ; 
4 'oung Phoebe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 


a "i thus, &c. 


Vas ever poor damſel fo ſadly betray'd, 


S Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 
To hear the wood's choriſters warble and 


and thus in ſweet melody fung the fair maid: 


all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
ince fifteen long winters I fairly can count! 


o live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid? 


lo live, &c. 


ie heroes triumphant by land and by ſea, 


2 


vorn vot'ries to love, yet unmind ful of me; 


— —U—U Z“ n—— ñ — — = _ 


Who is ſick, very ſick, of remaining a maid. 


For if, &&. 


And Phœbe, well pleas'd, is no longer aftaid 
Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 


Nè Nymph that trips the verdaut plains. 


"2 us 1 

Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, 

Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and ſee me a mail, 

WH you, Gt, © it | 

Ye counſellors ſage, who, with eloquent tongu, 

Can do what you pleaſe, with right and it 
wrong; | 

Can it be or by law, or by equity ſaid, 

That a comely young girl ought to die an old mail, 

That a comely, &c. 


Ye learn'd Phyficians, whoſe excellent {kill 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 


Who is lick, &c. WE 


Ye fops, I invoke not to liſt' to my ſong, 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong, 
Ye echoes of echo, ye ſhadows of ſhade, 
For if I had you, I might ſtill be a maid, 


Young Colin was melted to hear h-r complain, 
Then whiſper'd relief, like a kind-hearted Swain 


Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 


SONG CXCLI. 


With Sally can compare; 
She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair: 
The beams of Sol delight and clear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; | 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 


When from the Eaſt the morning ray | 
IIlumes the world below, * 5 * 


1 
er preſence bids the God of day 
With emulation glow : 
reſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 


The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail the ſiſter fair. 


he lark but ſtrains his livid throat, 
Io bid the maid rejoice, 

nd mimicks, while he {wells his note, 

The ſweetneſs of her voice: 

he fanning zephyrs round her play, 
| While Flora ſhe'll perfume, 

nd ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
l bud for Sally bloom. 


he am'rous youths her charms proclaim 
| From morn to eve their tale; 
Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale; 
he L meandring thro' the mead, 
r echo'd name conveys z 
10 er ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No more ſhall blithſome laf; or Wwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 
or ev'ry May-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport ; 
No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic Take the grove, 
for flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When I forget to love. 
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8 0 N G CXCIV. 
Y temples with cluſters of grapes I 11 en- 
twine, 
And barter all joys for a goblet of wine 
In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll 2 
ut ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun, | 
Hs Yet 


4 ] 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair! Al 
"Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair; Gi 
For what mighty charms can be found in a gl Gi 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs; G1 


"Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impar, Wſpylv! 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of HM u 


heart; | She | 

The miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) nd 
Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 0 
At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts up he ud 
head, Ie Sh 

And poverty liſtens, well-pleas'd, from her ſl, Be 
While Age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, A 
Beats time, with his crutch, to the tune of he T. 
| ſong. . | A 

Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, v7 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the boarl; 85 


I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair, 
*Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me why 
dare. „ 


SONG CXCx. 
S tink'ring Tom thro' ſtreets his trade dil 


"oc 
He faw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; And 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd, the nymph was plac My 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiit: ba 


Tom, with uplifted hands, the occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, the maid addtel. 


O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
Io pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 15 
You take up duſt, and ſteal our hearts: 


. * P [ 

That mine is gone, alas! is true, * 
is t1 ni 

And dwells among the duſt with you, But 


And dwells among the duſt with you: Bie 


Ls 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again; 
Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
;xulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as floe, 
nd look'd diſdain on little folks below: 
o Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drew on, | 
nd then reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry croud oppreſt? 
Ambition now my foul does fire; 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt cart, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt cart, 


SONG CXCVI. 


| I NE Midſummer morning, when Nature look'd 


„ BAY» I play; 

The birds full of ſong, and the flocks full of 

When earth ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from 
abo ve, | | | 

And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love; 

My mother cried, Nancy, come haſte to the mill; 


f the corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you 


will. 
The freedom to uſe my tongue pleas'd me, no 
| doubt; | 
A woman, alas! would be nothing without : 
| went tow'rds the mill without any delay, 
And conn'd o'er the words I determin'd to fay : 


But when I came n:ar it, I found it ſtock ſtill; 


Beſs my ſtars now! cry'd I, huff them rarely 1 
will, 
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C108] 
The Miller to market that inſtant was gone; 
The work it was left to the care of his ſon : 
Now, though I can {cold well as any one can, 
I thought 'twould be wrong to ſcold the youn- 
| man : | 
I ſaid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me fo ill; 
I muſt have my corn ground, I mult, and 1 vi] 


Sweet maid, cry'd the youth, the fault is not mine, 

No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine, 

There's no one more ready in * the tan; 

The mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare. 
But hark how the Birds ling, and fee how they 

| bill 

T muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt, and 1 will, 


My corn being done, I tow'rds home bent my 
Way; ä | 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomthing of moment to ſay; 
Inſiſted to hand me along he green mead, * 
And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed, and indeed! | 
And that he'd be conitant, and true to me hill; 
And fince that time I've lik'd him, and like him 
I will. 5 | 
I often ſay, Mother, the miller I'll huftf; _ 
She laughs, and cries, Go, girl, ay, plague hin Ae 


enough ; | Wh 

And ſcarce a day paſſes, but, by her deſire, Thi 
I get a fly kiſs from the youth I admire, Ane 
If wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh I'll fulfil, ('vr 
And I'll anſwer, O yes! with a hearty good will. WW B; 
| | | ile 
SONG CACVYII. An 

OME, Chloe, and give me ſweet kiſſes, But 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; He 

But why, in the midit of my bliſſes, An 


Doſt aſk me how many I'd have ? c: 
I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure; | 

Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, be kind; 

| | For 


B 
For, ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'lI ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing; 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields; 
Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 

And the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven; 
Go number the ſan'is on the ſhore; 
And when ſo many kilſes you've given, 
I (111 ſhall be aſking for more. 


To a heart full of love let ma hold thee, 
A heart, which, dear Chloe, is thine , 

In my arms let me ever infold thee, | 
And circle thee round, like a vine. 

What joy can be greater than this 1s? 

My life on your lips mall be ſpent: 

The wretch that can number his kiſles, 

Will always with f:w bc content, 


ny 


+ & ONO UACYTHHT. 
EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
| ſhade | | 
Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
A oryſtal fiream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe ffor;'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; 
Thither retir'd from Phcebus' ſultry ray, 
And JulPd in fleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
(ymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove; 
tle trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought: 
But when he firit beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He gap'd—he flar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd: 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Ecauty and Nature thus inform'd his tongue, 


m 


im 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Hs Complete, 


E 


Completes the rural ſcene, 


Completes the rural ſcene; 5 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, BI 
All heay'n itſelf is ſure diſplay d. By 

Too lovely Iphigene, * 

Too lovely Iphigene. \W 
She wakes, and ſtar ts—poor Cymon' tiemb lire 

ſtands; : | 
Down falls the ſtaff from his need hands: A 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; Inet 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's ns ar, [f 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſl:- replies, 
Oh, Cymon! if tis you, I need not riſe Say, 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain : | At 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. Bid? 
The clow n, tran{ported, was not filent long: mn 
But thus with extaſy purſu'd his ſong: The 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, Tet 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck; Ye I 
Thy love -inſp; ring mien, Be 
Thy love-in\ Ppiring- -mien ; 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ikin of ſnow, 
And taper ape, e me ſo, V 

1 die tor Iphigene, 

J die for Iphig gene. For 
Amaz'd, ſhe littens, nor can trace {rom whens ach 
The former Clod is thus inſpir'd with ienſy And 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and stress, Lach 
And thinks he might improve his aukwarc gat; WMlet 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, ] nen 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithſul friend, cat 


Thus mighty love could teach a clown to pete 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſuccecd. 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 

Love can rage itfelt controul, 

And ele ate, and elevate the human foul : 
Depri vo 


[119] 
Depriv'd of that our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of too long date; 
Bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
We taſte what angels do above, 
What angels do above. 
3 8 NG Cel. 
SK if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet 
| That ſcents the ambient air? 
hen aſk each Shepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna's fair: 


Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble through the grove ! 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy Shepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let Heroes ſhare, 

Let Pride in ſplendor ſhine; 
Ye Bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 

Be fair Suſanna mine, 


NG CC. 
ITH Women and Wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
For life without theſe, &c. 
:ach helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new * of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul; 
Each helping the other, &c. 
Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 
care not how much they my mcatures decline. 
Let 'em have their own humour, and 1 will have 
mine, Ho 
Vine, prudently us'd, will our ſenſes improve, 
Lis the ſpring-tide. of life, and the fuel of love; 
ind Venus ne'er look'd with a {mile ſo divine, 
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% when Mars bound his head with a branch from 
the vine, Theo 
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1 
Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph haf T 
| divine, [ Wine; 
Firſt pledge me with Kiſſes, next pledge me with 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, T 
The torch of our Love ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for Wine diſap- T 
prove, 

My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; 

For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, T 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my Pas. | 


SONG cc * 
USH about the briſk bowl, 't will enliven the 
- Bart, 
While thus we fit round on the graſs : 
The Lover, who talks of his ſuff'rings and mar, 
Neſerves to be reckon'd an afs, an 1 aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs. 


The Wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotten p-); 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, | 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
Deſerves, &c. | 


The Beau, who, ſo imart with his well-powder'd 
hair, 

An angel beholds in his glaſs, | 

| And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 

1 Deſ:rves to be reckon'd an 0 

" Deſerves, &c. 


The Merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Crœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; 
And oft, while he's wand'ring, my Lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs. | * 
Claps the horns, &c. ( 


The Lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, | 
With forehea well owes wit braſs, * 4 
0 


We 
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Tho' he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are an aſs, b 
There you, &c. 

The formal Phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs, 

The ſick man a while may confide in his ſkill. 


But death proves the Doctor an aſs. 
But death, &c. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. | 


SONG CCI... 
'E mortals, whom fancies and troubles per- 
plex, | 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex ; 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe rcpair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 
care; 


Dink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 


care. 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain; 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd : 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 
The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day : 
; A bs Obey 
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Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, The 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your Mig 
| care; | 05 
Drink deep of the ſtream, &c. LO 
SONG CCI. 8 

ET me wander not unſeen : 
By edge-row elms on hillocks green; Cha 
There the Ploughman, near at hand, | The 
Whiltles o'er the furrow'd land; | Bel 
And the Milkmaid ſingeth blithe, | 15 
And the Mower whets his ſcythe; | ; 
And ev'ry Shepherd tells his tale Ve 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. pol 
Or let the merry bells ring round, ic 
And the jocund rebecs ſound, | ; 
To many a youth and many a maid | Th 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade. = 
SONG CCIV. 4, 

LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, _— 
'The ſtreamers waving in the wind, Th 
When black- -ey'd Suſan came on board, | 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? tt 
Tell mes, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, | 
If my ſweet Willlam ſails among your crew? 10 
William, who high upon the yard, ba 
Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 1 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, | : 
He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below; N 
The cord flies ſwiftly thro' his glowing hands, : 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands, , 


So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear 
He drops at once into her neg. T% 
1 Ne 
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The nobleft captain in the Britiſh fleet | 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſwees, 


O Suſan ! Suſan! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear : 
We only part to meet again, 


Change as you liſt, ye winds, my heart mal be: 


The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee, 


| Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

{ Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell the ſailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 

| Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 

For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


| If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di) monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale; 
Thy [xn is ivory ſo white : 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view 
| Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leit precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The Boatfwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſw elling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer mult ſhe ſtay 'on board; 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head : 
Her-lefs? ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav d her lily hand, 
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SONG CCV. 

ROM the man whom I love tho' my heart Lil 

diſguiſe, From 

J will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 

And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, : 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw; NV ho 

And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I dray, 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau ; T 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow ; WW. - 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon; Y 
In courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 
A peacock, &c. I 
As a vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox: Wh 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks: V 
As a tiger ferocious, perverſe as a "hoe ; 
In miſchief an ape, and in tawning a "dog. The 
As a tiger, &c. | 1 
Til 
In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, F. 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather: WM Th 
Vet if he has ſenſe but to balancea {iraw, 4 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw; BY No 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, # 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture 1 draw, =, 
SONG CCYL. 3 
ET the tempeſt of war Ti 
Be heard from afar, | 
With trumpets' and cannons' alarms : At 
Let the brave, if they will, At 
By their valour or ſkill, . Fc 
Seek honour and conqueſt in arms. 
To live ſafe, and retire, N. 


Is what I deſire, 

Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 
For in them J obtain 

True peace without pain, 

And the Ming enjoy ment of reſt, 


% 
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In ſome cottage or cell, 
S Like a ſhepherd to dwell 
From all interruption at eaſe ; 
In a peaceable life, 
To be bleſt with a wife, 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe. 


SONG CCVII. 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

To wanton with the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 

To courts be gone! heart-ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 

Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. | 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 


As Kate of Aberdeen, 


| I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 

Till new-wak'd birds diſtent their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: | 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 

And quits the new-dreſs'a green; 

Fond birds, tis not the morning break, 
'Tis Kate of Aberbeen. 


| Now blitheſome o'er the dewy meal, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

| The feſtive dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their tuneful lay, 


W; 


ww 


Till 
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Till May in morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin- queen: | 


The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
„Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


SONG CCVIIL. 
HILE others ſtrip the new-fall'n ſnows, 
And ſteal its fragrance from the roſe, 
To dreſs their fancy's Queen; 
Fain would I ſing, but words are faint, 
All muſic's powers too weak to paint 
My Jenny of the Green. 


Beneath this elm, beſide this ſtream, 

How oft I've tur'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeen ! | 

While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, 

'The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe 
To Jenny of the Green. 


With joy my ſoul reviews the day, | 
When, deck'd in all the pride of May, 


She hail'd the ſylvan ſcene; | Fr 
Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 
Firſt ſtrove to catch the grace and eaſe | Her 
Of Jenny of the Green. | Ye 
Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's ſigh, - 
On me ſhe caſt her partial eye, 8 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble mien: | Th 
The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 
That day adorn'd the lovely hair | Ar 
Of Jenny of the Green. | Bu 
Through all the Fairy land of Love, Fe 
I'll ſeek my pretty wand'ring dove, L 
The pride of gay fifteen; = KM 
'Tho' now ſhe treads ſome diſtant plain, B 
Tho' far apart, L'll meet again, F. 


My Jenny of the Green. : 
| ut 


* 
d 
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But thou, old Time, *till that bleſt night 
bat brings her back with ſpeedy flight, 
Melt down the hours between ; 
And when we meet, the loſs repay, 
On loit'ring wing prolong my ſtay 

With Jenny of the Green. 


SONG CCIX. 

HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 

That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to 
my glaſs 3 | | 


But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own; 
And if you don't like them, why—iet them alone, 


Altho' I have left her, the truth I'll declare: 
I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair, 


But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 


That make it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own: 


But, tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could 


frown: 


Put tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 


Did you eer ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


| Her lities and roſes were juſt in their prime; 


ct lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time : 
But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 


That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been 
cioy'd, 1 : 


| And that beauty's inſipid when once 'tis enjoy'd + 
| But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy; _, 
| For the longer 1 drink, the more thirſty am LI. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love: 


But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no rival contends, 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are 
friends. 5 | | 
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She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling, and ftrife. 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, 
And a big-bel!y'd bottle's a mighty good thing, 


We ſhorten our days when' with love we enga 

It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 

But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 

And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the 
grave. | | | 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 
She has left me to get an eſtate, or a Lord: 
But my bumper (regarding nor title or pelf,) 
Will ſtand by me, when I can't ſtand by myſelf, 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 

She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: 

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy: 

Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and 
. | 355 | 


SONG CCX. 
HEN Britain firſt at Heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 

Aroſe, &c. Bo 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 

And guardian Angels ſung this ſtrain : 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. | 1 
Whilſt _ thalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
rec, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still 
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dil more majeſtic ſhalt thou rife, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, - 
ile: More dreadful, &c. 1 
ng: As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 1 
ö Serves but to root thy native oak. | i 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
: All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
Thy cities, &c, 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles thine, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


The Muſes ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; 
Blefs'd iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs beauties 
crown'd, fl 
And manly hearts to ouard the fair. 4 5 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, #4 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


SONG CCXI, 


oN Colin proteſts I'm his j joy and delight, 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his 
fight; | 
He wants to be with me wherever I go; 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide, 
He pipes and he fings, tho' I Nen and I che 
5 1 bi 


5 


10 


1 
1 bid him depart; but he, ſmilling, ſays, No, 
The duce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The duce, &c. | 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve, 

I aſk him what favour he hopes to receive“ 

His anſwer's a ſigh, while in bluſhes I glow, 
What mortal beide him would plague a maid ſoz 
What mortal, &c. | 


'This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the 
„ 

And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his ſake ; 

Such trifles *tis eaſy enough to beſtow, 

I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo, 

I ſure, &c. | | 


He hands me. each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again; 
But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him 
ſo | do. 


For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him 


SONG CCXII. 
HE morning freih, the ſun in eaſt, 
New gilds the ſmiling day; 

The morning freſh, the ſun in eaſt, 
New gilds the ſmiling day; 

The lark forſakes his dewy neſt, | 

The fields all round are gaily dreſs'd: 
Ariſe, my love, and play, aud play; 
Ariſe, my love, and play. | 


Come forth, my fair, come forth, bright maid, 


And bleſs thy Shepherd's ſight; 
Come forth, &c. | 
Lend ev'ry folded flow'r thy aid, 
Unveil the roſe's bluſhing ſhade, 
And give them ſweet delight, 
And give, &c. 


A 


| Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh! word of fear, 


e 
Thy preſence makes all nature ſmile, 
Thoſe ſmiles your charms improve; 
Thy preſence, &c. | 
Thy ſtrains the liſt'ning birds beguile, 
And, as invite, reward their toil, 
And tune their notes to love, 
And tune, &c, 


Beneath the fragrant hawthorn- tree, 
The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine; 
Beneath the fragrant hawthorn-tree, 
The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine ; 
Ere other eyes ye beauties fee, | 
Then on my brows adorn'd ſhall be, 
Thy happy fate be mine, be mine, 
Thy happy ſate be mine, 


SONG CCXIII, 


Wha daiſies py'd and vi'lets blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 

Do paint the meadows with delight; 

The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, 

Mocks marry'd men; for thus ſings he : 


Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear, 


When Shepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 
And merry larks are Ploughmens clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks; 
The cuckow then on ev'ry tree, 

Mocks marry'd men; for thus ſings he; 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh! word of fear, 
Unpleaſing, &c. 
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SONG CCXIV. 


FE chearful virgins, have ye ſeen —_ , 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 1 

To roſe or jaſmin bow'r? | | Goh 

To roſe or jaſmin bow'r ? OT F 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade ? 

For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r, The 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r, Relig 
Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 
Join'd with the lily as it grows, Hark 

Where each in ſweetneſs vie, dee 

Where each in ſweetneſs vie; ̃ 
Like dew-drops glitt'ring in the morn, 

When Phcebus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her eye, 

Health ſparkles in her eye. E 
Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, - 
That warbles chearful on the ſpray. Wit 

To hail the vernal beam, 1. 
To hail tbe vernal beam, | 
Her heart is blither than her ſong ; 
Her paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream, | Our 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream, N 
| | 4 Let 
SONG CCXV. H 


HEN all the Attic fire was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſeat, 
Poor Freedom loſt-her ſeat; 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a night, 
That damp'd fair Virtue's fading light; 
The Muſes loſt their mate, 
The Muſes loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander ? what new ſhore 
Had yet a laurel left in ſhore ? 7 
9 


— 
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To this bleſt iſle they ſteer, 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer. 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 


The lazy monk has loſt his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 
She calls thee now by me, 
She calls thee now by me. 
Hark, hark, hark, her voice all plaintive ſounds, 
dee, ſee, ſee, ſhe receives a thouſand wounds, 
If ſhielded not by thee, 
If thielded not by thee, 


SONG CCXVI. 

OME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
$ Each lad with his las hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate harveſt home: 

Tis Ceres bids play, and keep boliday, 

To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 

To celebrate harveit home. 
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Our labour is o'er, our barns in full ſtore 
Now {well with rich gifts of the land; 
Let each man then take, for his prong and his rake, 
His cann and his laſs in his hand ; 
For Ceres, &c. 


No Courtier can be fo happy as we, 
In innocence, paſtime, and muth, 
While thus we carouſe with our ſeet-heart or 
ſpouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth. 
When Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 
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SONG CCXVII. 


ITH, ſwords on their thighs the bold yes 
| | men are ſeen, 
For their country they arm, their religion ar; 
queen, 

How glorious their ardour to lay down their lite 
In defence of their freedom, their children aut v 
wives! ; 15 
Ye tyrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 
How ſhe guards all our ſhores, and protects al 

our fields. | 
As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 
She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of on 
ſong, — | 


To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful ſtrain, 
Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main 
Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 

Shall drive each invader far out of the land. 


SONG CCXVIII. 

I Y fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 

| 'Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and ga 
'That each night they went ſafely to reſt, 

And they mgrily ſung thro! the day: 

But ah! what a#ſcene muſt appear! 


\ Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er ? | W. 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? . 
Shall the dance on the green be no more? Wit 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led ? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopt in each ſhed, c 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? } ; 
Muſt the art: be all ſcatter'd abroad, T 
And ſhall commerce grow ſick of the tide? v 
Muſt Religion expire on the ground, — q 
And ſhall virtue fink down by her fe 11 Ir the 
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SONG ccxix. 


IRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground 

ear it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 

And gaudy butterflies frolick around. 


But when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring : 
To Covent- Garden 'tis ſent, as yet ſweet; 
There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all en- 
during ; | | | 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and 1s trod under feet, 


SONG CCXX, 
AlL no more, ye learned aſſes, 

K Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies; 
ound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 

Il em higher ſtill, and higher, 

Shallow draughts perplex the brain: 
ipping quenches all our fire, 

Bumpers light it up again, 


all 


raw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy; | 

ve for thinking have no leiſure, 

Manly mirth 1s our employ : 

ince in life there's nothing certain, 

We'll the preſent hour engage ; 

ind, when Death thall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage, 


. YO NG .CCXXI. 
z Sawney, why leav'it thou thy Nelly to 


mourn ? | | 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me 
When neathing can pleaſe me; 
ow dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
r throw the wood, Laddie, until thou return. 
I 2 | Tho' 
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Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are cle; HMha 

While lav'rocks are ſinging, e 
And primroſes ſpringing, | 

Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine er 

When throw the wood, Laddie, ye d inna appear 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell ; 
I'm faſn'd w' their ſcorning, In tl 
Baith ev'ning and morning, Who 

Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, And 

When throw the wood, Laddie, I wonder my {ei And 


Then ſtay, my dear Sawney, nea longer away, Mile c 
But quick as an arrow, And 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, | The! 

Wha's living in languor, till that happy day, lt fo 

When throw the wood, Laddie, we'll dance, ſins, Wi fo 

and play, | 


SONG CCXXII. 6 


T TOW happy a ſtate does a Miller poſſeſs, In y 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be The 

lets ? 3 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport. NWe 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Cour:WWe 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court. Wh: 


What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go, = 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a Beau For, 
A Clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far By 1 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar; ¶ But 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his garter and tar. WW By | 


Tho” his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be For 


ſeen, 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; The 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; Our 
Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal: Cor 
Gold in handling, &c. The 


What 


1. 87-3 
Vhat if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
e cribs, without ſcruple, for other mens ſacks: 
In this a right noble example he brags, 
en: Who borrow as freely from other mens bags; 
21 Who borrow, &c. 


Ir ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

In this too he'd mimic the Tools of the State, 

Whoſe aim is alone their own coft-rs to fill, 
| nd all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill: 
ell And all, NC. | 


„le cats when he's hnngry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented. does lie ; 
Then riſes up chearſul to work and to fing : 

Wit fo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 

ng, fo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 

SONG CGX XIII. 
OME, come, my good Shepherds, our flocks 
we mult ſhear; _ | | 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 

be The happieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free; 

And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


t. Je harbour no paſſions by luxury taught: 

ut: We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught: 

urt BF What we think in our hearts you may read in our 

eyes, ? | . 

au for, knowing no falſhood, we necd no diſguiſe. 
By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 

tar; But we all the children of Nature are bret ; 

tar r her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 


obe kor the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the 
breaſt. | 


The giant, Ambition, we never can dread „ 
Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 
Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open your door! 


poor, | 
| 1 Whep 


They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the 
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When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we revea 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſion: 4s 
| teel ; | | 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray, 


| SONG CCXXIV. 
OVE's a dream of mighty plcaſure, 
Which in fancy we poſleſs, 
In the folly lies the pleaſure, 


Wiſdom only makes it leſs, | S5 
Wiſdom only makcs it leis, Fay 
. 4 


When with paſſion we are heated, 
And a Goddeſs have in chace, 


Like Ixion we are ch-ated, 5 M 
And an empty cloud embrace, 
When with paflion, &c. | bi 
5 SONG CCXXV. | * 
7 ſprightly horn awakes the morn, 
And bids the Hunter riſe : A 


Ihe op'ning hound returns the ſound, 
And echo fills the {kies. 


See ruddy health, more dear than wealth, 
On yon blue mountain's brow ; I 
The neighing ſteed invokes our ſpeed, 

And Reynard trembles now. 


In ancient days, as ſtory ſays, 
The woods our fathers ſought, | 

The ruſtic race adorn'd the chace, A 
And hunted as they fought. | 


Come let's away, make no delay, 

Enjoy the foreſt's charms. B 
Then o'er the bowl expand the ſoul, 

And reſt in Chloe's arms, | 


[ 139 15 
SONG ccxxvl. 
OTHER day as I fat in the Sycamore ade, 
Young Damon came whiſtling along, 
] trembled—I bluſh'd—a poor innocent maid! 
f.nd my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 


Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! What a flutter is here! 
Young Damon deſigns you no ill; 

The Shepherd's ſo civil you've nothing to ſear, 

Then pr'ythee, fond urchin, lie ſtill. | 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my foets 
One kiſs he demanded—no more! 
But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo ſweet, 
[ could not begrudge him a ſcore. 


Mr lambkins I've kifs'd, and no change ever found, 

Many times as we play'd on the hill: 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart gollop round, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill. 


When the ſun blazes fierce, to the Sycamore ſhade 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair : 

And, virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid: 
Altho' the dear Shepherd be there. 


At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will ; 


There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
I'll die ere I bid it lie full, 


SONG CCXXVIL. 


5 virgins, attend, 
Believe me your friend, 
And with prudence adhere to my plan 3 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, 
There goes an old maid, 


But get married as faſt as you can, 


As ſoon as you find 
Your hearts are inclin'd 
To beat * at the ſight of a man; | 
Then 
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Then chooſe out a youth 
Of honour and truth, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


For age, like a cloud, | 
| Your charms ſoon will ſhroud, 1 
And this whimſical life's but a ſpan 
Then, Maids, make your hay, 
While Sol darts his ray, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous Rake 
Will artfully take 

Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan ; 
But baffle their ſnare, 
Make Virtue your care, 

And get married as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands 
Have join'd both your hands, 
The bright flame ſtill continue to fan 
Ne'er harbour the ſtings 
That Jealouſy brings; 
But be conſtant, and bleſt while you can. 


SONG CCXXVIIL, 
HE fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride; 
For riches, like fig-leaves, their nakedn-?: 
hide: | 85 8 
The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 
In a bachelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 


In good days of yore they ne'er troubled their hea; 


In tettling of jointures, or making of deeds ; 
But Adam and Eve, when. they frlt enter'd courſ, 


E'en took one another, for better, for worſe. 
Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; 


Let love be thy jointure ; ne'er mind an eſtate: 
Lou can never be poor, who have all thoſe charm:; 


And I ſhall be rich, when I've you in my arms. 
SONG 


E q-> 
SONG  CCXXIX. 


When ſ{kylarks tun'd their carrols ſweet, 
To hail the God of light and heat; 

| Philander, from his downy bed, 

To fair Liſetta's chamber ſped, 
Crying Awake, ſweet love of mine, 
| I'm come to be thy Valentine, 


Soft love, that balmy ſleep denies, 

Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had clos'd again: 

He ſunk, thus caught in Beauty's trap, 
Like Phcebus into Thetis' lap, 

And near forgot that his deſign, 

Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, ſtarting, cry'd -I am undone, 
Philander, charming youth, be gone ! 
For this time, to your vows ſincere, 
Make virtue, not your love appear : 
No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes 
(Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe ;) 
To gen'rous thoughts, your heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine, | 


The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 

Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, 
And both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, 
To join two virtuous hearts in one ; 
Their beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 
And, from that hour to life's decline, 
dne bleſs'd the day of Valentine, 


HEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 
And dew drops gliſten'd on the thorn; 


SONG 
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SONG ccxxx. 


Herever I'm going, and all the day lone, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 
I find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your name, when I'm filent, runs {till in mw; 
ſong. : 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Balinamone Ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe ; 

I ſleep all the day to forget half my woes: 

So hot is the flame in my 3 which glows, 

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro' my clothes, 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me. | 


In my conſcience I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhaye, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your ſlave. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black eyes for me. 


On that happy day, when I make you my bride, 
With a ſwinging long ſword, how I'll ſtrut and 
Fi ſtride! 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey T'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your ſide. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your little white fiſt for me. 


SONG CCXXXI. 
OW the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betſy is my charming bride, 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul. 
Who fo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who fo bleſs'd as Colinet! 
VM bo ſo fair, Cc. 


on 
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Now adieu to maiden arts 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
; Liſping wanton girls and boys, 
, Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho' ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorn ; 
e. Tho' I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs ; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 
Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen 
Dreſs'd like any May-day Queen; 
Tho' ſix ſweet- hearts daily ſtrove 
To deſerve thy Betty's love, 

Them I quit Without regret, 

All my joy's in Colinet. 


Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with ſports the bridal day; 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 

Like my Betſy, fair and kind, 
And each laſs a huſband get, 

Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul : 

May the Sun ne'er riſe or ſet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet, 


SONG ccxxx!II. 


A Band of Cupids other day 
Were in a myrtle grove, 

Till tir'd of ev'ry boyiſh play, 
They made a match to rover 


&« Byt- 
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% But where?” cry'd one (the cock of all,) 
Let's fix upon a place. 

« Hang Paphos and Olympus hall; 
I vote for Chloe's face.” 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew ; 
And gath'ring round the fair, 

As ſwarms of bees on flowers do, 
They ſettled here and there; 

Some on her lips, her noſe and chin; 
A ſcore on either cheek, 

While fifty to her eyes went in 
To play at hide and ſeek. 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 

'The wranglers to have heard, 

For place difputing all the while, 
Tho' each his own preferr'd : 

Till chancing from her lips to ſlide, 
One fell on Chloe's breaſt, 

And creeping down, in triumph cry'd, 
Who's ſtation's now the beſt *" 


SONG CCXXXIII. 
S I went to the Wake that is held on tl: 
- Green, 
I met with young Pkabe, as blithe as a Queen 
A form ſo divine might an Anchoret move, 
And I found (tho' a Clown) I was ſmitten un. 
love: 
So I aſk'd for a kiſs, but ſhe, bluſhing, rep'y “d, 
Indeed, gentle Shepherd, you muſt be deny'd. 


Lovely Phzbe, I cry'd, don't affect to be ſly, 
I vow I will kiſs you—here's nobody by ; 
No matter for that, ſhe reply'd ; tis the ſame, 
For know, filly Shepherd, I value my fame: 
So pray let me go, 1 ſhall ſurely be miſs'd; 
Beſides, I'm reſolv'd that I will not be kiſs'd. 


Lord 


| [ 145 J 
Lord bleſs me! I cry'd, I'm ſurpriz'd you refuſe; 
A few harmleſs kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe: | 
The month it is May, and the ſeaſon for love, 
So come, my dear Girl, to the Wake let us rove : 
No, Damon, ſhe cry'd, I muſt firſt be your wife, 
You then ſhall be welcome to kiſs me 2 life. 


Well, come then, I cry'd, to the Church let us go, 
But after dear Phoebe muſt never ſay no. 

Do you prove but true (ſhe reply'd) you ſhall find 
I' ever be conſtant, good-humour'd and kind, 

So I kiſs when I pleaſe, for ſhe ne'er ſays ſhe won't, 
And I kiſs her ſo much, that I wonder ſhe don't. 


SONG CCXXXIV, 
/ hav RAMBLE, a rake of true catholic 
hope, | 
Who rely'd on ſalvation by faith in the Pope; 
With ſome qualms of contrition one morning was 
taken, Of 


And his conſcience declar'd it was high time to 
reckon. 


His ſteps to a convent our gallant addreſs'd, 
To pour his tranſgreſſions in Dominick's breaſt ; 
He tore his lac'd ruffles, diſgrac'd his toupee, 
He broke his couteau, and he drop'd on his knee, 


dle 


O father, loſt peace to a ſinner reſtore, 
* Theſe pieces are many, my treſpaſſes more” 
Thus ſaying, a purſe from his pocket he 100d, 
Vehich, ey'd by the father, this anſwer produc'd : 


Son, truſt our good mother, ſhe'll always 
confer | | 
Indulgence to thoſe who're indulgent to her, 
Let indigent wretches be ſcar'd for their ſouls, 
* The 8 has remiſſion while you have piſ- 
totes,” 


K A hep» 
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A ſhepherdeſs, harmleſs and young, I betray, 
„ found her, ah! would I had left her a maid; 
This bought the repentance, this bought the 
_ - » delight; To 
„Take, take holy father, this fiend out of fight» 0 


The fryar obey'd and took charge of the booty; 
Obedience, you know, was a branch of his duty; 
So was poverty too, but (aurum accepit) _ * 
I hope you don't think his intent was to keep it. 54 
x 
Th 
/ 
Cor 


But leſt a bad tale by its length be made worſe, 
The friar well weighing the cauſe, and the purſe, 
I find not, ſaid he, any cauſe of alarm, 

„ You inſtructed the ignorant, — where was the 
harm?“ 


** The charms of a widow my ſoul did ſurpriſ Wl y 
*« How gloomy her grief, but how bright wer 
her eyes; h | p 
No ſecond enjoyment ſhe'd ſwore to allow,— 
I kifs'd off her tears, and oh! cancell'd ber 
vow.“ » h 


Mere charity, Sir, had obliged you to tli; 
„ To comfort the widow can ne'er be amiſs,” 


„% In ſhort, Sir, I ravithed the obſtinate fair; 
* Her huſband intruded and fell in the ſtrife; 
I robb'd her of her honour, and him of his life. 


«+. Pifh! let not ſuch trifles your mind incon At! 


As 

1 

Th: 

C 

An Hugonot's conſort fell next to my ſhare Te 
1 

Arc 

* 


mode, : T 
++ To take from the heretick's giving to Gd. For 
To a beautiful nun I my love did revea!; [x 


She open'd ber breaſt, and I open'd her ce: The 


She open'd, O heavens!” E L 
% Damnation and be, Tue 
© Mark, mark it in black, ve ſacred recorder, L 


© What, lie with a nun, and not be in orie' , 


(147 J | 
F « No prayers, no alms can atone for this evil; 
a © Down, down to damnation, down, down to the 
devil.” | 

Tom took up his purſe, and away crept the monk, 
„one ſneak' d to his gruel, and one to his punk. 


y; | SONG CCxXXV. 
v; HEN Venus, queen of ſoft deſires, 
Deſcended from above; 
The Gods attend—while ſhe inſpires 
To ſing the joys of love. 


The joys of love, a pleaſing theme, 
A theme for ever new; | 
Come forward, Vulcan, tell the ſame, 
That I once told to you, 


Your orders, goddeſs, I obey, 
With pleaſure and delight; 
But how in words can I convey 
The raptures of that night. 


As I lay wanton in your arms 
The happieſt god was I, 

That ever felt your pow'rful charms, 
Or ever heav'd a ſigh. 


The emphatic ſqueeze, the graſp divine, 
The oft' intongued kiſs, | 

And every tender r N ſign 

Were preludes of my blils. 

At length the joyous minute came ;— 
To ceaſe is all I aſk, 

For, oh! to tell the mighty flame, 

i; Ls far too great a taſk. 


The gen'rous goddeſs bow'd aſſent, 
Enough had been expreſs'd ; 
They ail knew what his godſhip meant, 
Love's Joys half told are beſt, | 
K 2 


My heart is light-headed I'll make it appear. 


E * 
SONG CCXXXVYI. 


Tune, Trifliram Shandy. 
HEN I was a midſhipman in the Northu:.ﬀ-,, 
berland, 


Where I did learn for to hand, reef and tee 
My ſtation was oft Whitehaven 1n hy rence; 
There firſt I tatled the lips of my dear; 
When {truck with each feature, 
I cry'd my dear creature, 


Sur vey me you'll tind me a-graa, 
A well-body'd man in the face, 
Dear Terry, ſaid the, you're la la; 
Then gave me a loving embrace. 
The blue ruby lips of my joy, 
Are ſweeter nor treacle nor tack ; 
Sing tora lallara lalloo, 
Sullullua, fubbubboo, whack. 


To gain her aifeions as 1 was endeavourin; 
In the church. yard of a ſun-ſhiny night, 
Dear Juggy, ſays I, now leave oft your pala 


ing: 
For my tongue's rigg d with truth and my OM 
neſty right; tc 
Let me be prev ailing, I wo. 
Betore we ſet ſailing, hat 
I'll bring my deſign in the Jark to the lic S 
Oh ! then by the wooden tomb- 3 eicry 
My bright eſt of beauties 1 {wore, | n let 
But vou and ten more I alone t me 
Till after my death will adore, the 
The name pon my honey was Jenny OB, 
gan, ſerve 
Who danc'd the beſt e corn-pipe : 
Node, 


A niece to the b per call'd fire away Fl 
The tercelt fellow on this tide tho 
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Sure the lord chancellor, 
Might with to handſel her, 
'or there's no firſt-rate of half ſo much worth, 
O Juggy, be conſtant I cry'd, 
Or elſe I will fly from your ſight, 
But fait I did make her my bride, 
And ever ſince ſhe's my delight. 


e ſoon had a boy that's now nurſing at Man- 
| cheſter, 
Ihe picture of my great ſucceſſor that's dead, 
hope that in time he will prove my beit anceſlor, 
| The braveſt of babbies that &er wore a head; 
i I'm captain O'Cutter, 
| No bouncer or ſtrutter, 
ach limb of my carcaſe is lighter than lead, 
O Juggy come kiſs me, ſaid 1, 

And plague me no more with your art, 
For if you do after I die, 

You'll trip up the hells of my heart, 


8 0 NG CCXXXVII. 

Tune——Pufh about the briſk Bonul. 

OM let us begin, for the clock has ſtruck 
ten, 

cave fooling and take off your glaſs— 
hat will not I'm ſure (tho! he looks like a man) 

5 deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an als, 

eicrves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


t 15 58 Zre diſpair ſigh, alas! 
- bumper, and he that drinks up but the 
45 lt 
'erves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Jour glaſſes in hand, a fig for each elve, 
e the toaſt of ſome favorite laſs; 

| picdve it, and he that does tart before 
twelve 

ſcryes to be reckon'd an aſs, 


n let us be jovial and drink, fing and laugh, | 


K 3 Come, 
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1 160 7 
Come, give us a ſong that is ſtock'd well with fun, 
Our time let it merrily paſs: | 
Be merry, I ſay, he that ſtarts before one 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 


Here, free from our cares, let us pleaſure purſue, 
Look on money as nothing but braſs; 
Come, lads, drink about, he that {tarts befor: 
two 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Who rules will preſcribe for ſuch ſpirits as we, 
Their ſcheming is all but a farce; 
Whilſt liquor enough he that ſtarts before three 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs | 
SONG CCXXXVIII. 
| Tune——0 Sir Simon the King, 
M ſo deceitful are grown, 
They make one another their prey: 
From the cot to the ſlaves round the throne 
Like Judas, with kiſſing betray, 


The lover who talks of his ſmart, 
To draw the dear girl to the bliſs; 
Will ſwear only ſhe has his heart, 
And 'binds the falſe vow with a kiſs. 


In law too it often is found, Os 
How many falſe oaths have been took; 

The evidence, tho? he's not ſound, 
Thro' intereſt kiſſes the book. 


To Rome young and old brawny friars, 
For pardons and honours will go; 

His holineſs grants their deſires 
And they in return kiſs his toe. 


The courtier who fawns to be great. 
And lives on the fat of the land, 

Is a traytor, perhaps, to the ſtate, 
When he kiſſes his ſovereign's hand. 


The 


WS 

The toper, I'll make it appear, 
In honeſty all doth ſurpaſs; 

As his liquor, his conſcience is clear, 
With ſincerity kiſſes his glaſs. 


He envies not thoſe who controul, 
Nor wants to be learn'd or rich; 
Let him have but a full flowing bowl, 
He'll bid all the reſt kiſs his b 


SON G CCXXXIX. 


NEE | fee! the full bowl, 
'Tis the world, 'tis the world, tis the works 
of my foul: 
The punch is the ocean, and the ſides are e the coaſt, 
And the ſhip, ſkip, ſhip, and the ſhip the * 
toaſt. 
Then let's have one round, 
Till the bottom he found, 
And our ſhip run eee, 


How mighty are we, 


That can drink up the ſea ? 

Let a new deluge flow, 

And we'll drink, drink, drink, and we'll drink it 
alſo, 


SONG CCXL. 


3 tyrant laws and cuſtom free 
We follow ſweet variety; 

By turns we drink, and dance, and fing, 
Love for ever on the wing, 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ? 
No dull ſtinting hour we own; 
Pleaſure counts our time alone. 


K 4 8 O NG 


f 158 ] 


SONG CCXLI, 
LD Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles, W Hea 
I'll tell you, young gentleman, what the fate; 


will 1s, 

You, my boy, wy 
Muſt go, | NM 
The gods will have it ſo, is 


To the ſiege of Troy, 


Thence never to return to Greece again, 1 
But before thoſe proud walls be ſlain. 
Let not your courage be caſt down, 

But all the while you lie before the town, y 
Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry, W 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry, 'Tis 

SONG CCXLIL : 
NCE in our lives 
Let us drink to our wives, | 
Tho' their number be but ſmall; _ P 
Heaven take the beſt, : | 
And the devil take the reſt, 
So we ſhall get rid of them all, : = 
To this hearty wiſh . | Xp 
Let each man take his dith, 7 
And drink, drink till he fall. 

| SONG CCXLIIL. 

J ANISH ſorrow, let's drink and be merry, boys, 

D Time flies ſwift, to-morrow brings care; le 
If you believe it, 
Drinking deceives it, MI. 

Wine will relieve it, ä 

And drown deſpair. 
The ſweets of wine are found in poſſeſſing, Ile 
It's juice divine, mankind's chiefeſt bleſſing; 
The glaſs is thine, drink, there's no exceſs in M 


A bumper or two with a chearful friend. 
| 72 TR 


5 
'Tis wine gives ſtrength when nature's exhauſted, 
Heals the tick man, and trees the ſlave; 
Makes the ſtiff ſtumble 
And the proud humble, 
Exalts the niggard, 


Makes cowards brave. For the ſweets, &c, 


'Tis wine that prompts the tim'rous lover; 


Be briſk with your miſtreſs, denials deſpiſe ; 
She'll cry you'll undo her, | 
But be a briſk woer, 
Attack her, purſue her, 
You'll gain the prize, For the ſweets, &c, 
is wine that baniſhes all worldly ſorrow, 
Then who'd omit the plealing taſk ? 
Since wine's ſweet ſociety 
Eaſes anxiety, | 
Damn dull ſobriety ; | 
Bring t other flaſk! The ſweets, &c. 


SONG CCXLIYV. 
ah that will not merry, merry be, 
With a generous bowl and toaſt, 
Mar he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt : | 
Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here; 
For who can know where we ſhall go, 
# 'To be merry another year, 


lie that will not merry, merry be 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
With neera penny in's purſe: 
Let him be merry, merry there, &c, 
lle that will not merry, merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife 
To conſound him with her noiſe, 
Let him be merry, merry there, &c. 
4 | K 5 | He 
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He that will not merry, merry be, 
With his miſtreſs in his bed; 
Let him be bury'd in the church-yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. | 
| Let him be merry, merry here, &, 


T. 
A 
I; 
1 
A 
Wn 


SONG CCXLV. 


F fill, fill the glaſs, 
Briſkly put it round; 
Joyful news at laſt, 

Let the trumpets ſound. 


Join with lofty ſtrains, | | 
Lovely nymphs, jolly ſwains, I 
Peace and plenty ſhall again 8] 
With wealth be crown'd. | 3 


Come, come, come, ſweet peace, 1 

Thou moſt welcome gueſt; | þ 

Let all diſcord ceaſe, | | 
Harmony abound. 


SONG CcxLVI. 


| HEN firſt I ſaw my fair in bed, 
| Her cheeks with crimſon bluſnes ſpreac, 
1 The bluſhes of a maid ; 
3 How throb'd with joy my am'rous breaſt, 
While Delia in my arms I preſt, 
Halt yielding, half afraid. 


At length, my fair, at length I cry, 
5 No lon. er cruelly deny, 1 
The mighty joy we'll prove ; | 
| In ſearch of unexperienc'd bliſs, 
Increas'd by every burning kits, 
I now attend my love. 
| Then preſſing ſtill with eager haſte, 
| The lovely Zeſlus of her waiſt, 
Was once for all. unbound ; 


e 


Tranſpotted 


£74 
— 


ted 


„ 


Tranſported with the mighty joy, 
Alas; ſhe cries, my glorious boy, 
What bliſs in love is found ? 


Thus lock'd within each other's arms, 
I rifled all my Delia's charms, 
My Delia rifled mine; 
Around the ſtill ſupporting tree, 
Thus faſtened with eternal glee, 
Inclines the am'rous vine. 


SONG CCXLVII. 
H' England, Old England, for glory re- 


nown'd, | 
In arms as in arts ſo tranſcendently crown'd ; 
"Tis thine ſtrict to honour, no treaties to break, 
'Tis thine to revenge when that honour's at ſtake ; 
Then riſe, O ye brave, draw the ſword, point the 
| lance, | | | | 

And bid the bold cannon roll thunder to Frace. 

Huzza, huzza, huzza; O ye Britons, to con- 

queſt purſue, 1 . 
The trumpet of vict'ry's uplifted for you. 


Hark, truth ſpeaks, already our heroes prevail, 
The rous'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia turn pale: 
Thy cunning, O France, its own fate will decree, 
Lo ! ſucceſs dawns on us by land and by lea ; 
And wide o'er the main ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 
To force that ſubmifſion which pride would deny. 


Britannia rejoices our ardour to lee, 
My ons, fight, ſhe cries, 'tis for freedom and me, 
Let Gallic ambition alliance explore, 
You'll conquer them now who you've conquer'd 
before; 


And triumph, theſe truths, to all nations ſhall ſing, | 


The Ocean is George's, and George is our king. 


SONG 
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SONG CCXLVIII. 


ERE's an old ſong made by a good anticht 
pate, 
Of a worthy old gentleman who had a good eſtate; 
And kept a very plentiful houſe at a very plentitul 
rate, 


With a good old porter to relieve the poor at his 


ge. 
Moderat ion, moderation, O wonderful moderation 


With an old lady, whoſe anger a good word al- 


ſuages, | 


| Who never knew what belong'd to coachmen, foot- 


men or pages; 
But every quarter paid her old ſervants their wages. 
And kept 20 or zo old men in blue coats and bad- 
ges. Moderation, &c. 


With an old library fill'd full of learned old books, 

And a reverend old chaplain you may know him 
by his looks; | BE 

And an old buttery-hatch worn off the old hooks, 

And a good old kitchen that maintain'd half a do 
zen old cooks. Moderation, &c. 


With an old hall, hung round with guns, pikes and 
bows, | | . 

And old ſwords and bucklers, which had borne 
many hard blows; 

And an old frize coat to cover his worſhip's trunk 


hoſe, 
And a cup of good old ſherry to comfort his cop- 
per noſe, Moderation, &c. 


With a good old cuftom when Chriſtmas is come, 
To call in the neighbours with bagpipe and drum; 
And have good cheerenough in every old room, 
And liquor ſtrong enough to make a cat ſpeak, and 
a wiſe man dumb, Moderation, * 


E871 | 

With an old huntſman, a faulconer, and a pack 
of hounds, . | 

With which he ne'er hunted but on his own 
grounds; 

For he like a wiſe man, always kept himſelf with- 
in bounds, 

And when he dy'd left cach child a good old thou» 


ſand pounds, Moderation, &c. 
Then to his eldeſt ſon his houſes and land he aſ- 
| ſign'd, 
Charging him 4 in his will to be of the ſame bounti- 
| ful mind; | 
| But in the end you ſhall hear how he was in- 
Bs clin'd, 


| And left his good old father's precept's all be Wiel. 
Alteration, alteration, O! wonderful alteration! 


| Like a young gallant who had juſt taken poſſeſſi- 
on of his land | 

Ile took up a thouſand pounds upon his own bond, 

Kept a brace or two of creatures at his own com- 


mand ; 
| And drinking at taverns 'till he could hes ſit or 
ſtand, _ Alteration, &c. 


With a new lady who was both freſh and fair, 
And never knew what belong'd to houſekeeping or 
care : 
Who kept a dozen or two of fans to play with the 
wanton air, 
p- And half a dozen dreſſes of other women's hair, 
| Alteration, &c. 
>, With a new library ſtuff'd full of pamphlets and 
plays, 
And a new faſhion'd ſort of achaplain who ſwears 
faſter than he prays ; 


Alfa 
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Alſo a new buttery- hatch that opens but once in 
five or ſix days, 
And a large kitchen ſtored with nothing but kick- 
ſhaws and toys. Alteration, &c. 


With a new hall built juſt where the old one ſtood, 
In which was never ſeen fire, either of turf, coal 
| or wood, | | 
It was hung round with pictures which did the poor 
little good, 
The ſubjects whereof were all profane and lewd, 
Alteration, &c. 


With a new faſhion when Chriſtmas is come, I 
In a poſt chaiſe for London we muſt be gone; 
And leave no body at home but our new porter 


John, | x 
Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back 
with a ſtone. Alteration, &c, 
With a new valet, his perſon to adorn, | T 
In order to attend my lord's levy in th'morn ; 
In horſe-racing, gaming, maſquerades and plays, N 
The young gallant conſumes health, wealth, and | 
days. Alteration, &c, 8e 


New titles are bought with his father's old gold, 
For which many of his father's good old manor T 


were ſold ; 
Which is the reaſon that moſt men do hold, Re 
That open houſe-keeping is now a- days grow" ! | 
very cold, M. 
Alteration, alteration, O! wonderful alteratio”. | | 
SONG CCXLIX. hy 
As, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer, ” 


Liſt ye landſmen all to me: | 
Meſſmates hear a brother ſailor, | 
Sing the dangers of the ſea, 


S .. 
From bounding billows firſt in motion ; 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe : 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies, 


Hark, the boatſwain hoarſely bawling— 
By topfail-ſheets, and haulyards ftand— 
Down top-gallants, quick be hawling— 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand boys, hand. 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces— 
Now the top-ſail ſheets let go; 
Luff, boys luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your top-fails nimbly clew. 


Now all you, on down-beds ſporting, 


Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms ; 


Freth enjoyments, wanton, courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms. | 

Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 
Think what fears our minds enthrall; 

Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Now again the bo'ſen calls. 


The top-ſail yards point to the wind, boys— 
See all cleer to reef each courſe— 


Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 
Tho” the weather ſhould be worſe. 

Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail yard get— 
Reef the mizen—ſee all clear 

Hand up, each preventer-brace, ſet 
Man the fore- yard, cheer, lads, cheer, 


Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 
Peals, on peals contending claſh, 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh. 

One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky ; | 

Dift 'rent deaths, at once ſurround us 
Hark —Mhat means that dreadful cry ? 
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The fore-maſt's gone! cries every tongue out, 
N y tong 


_ Ofer the lee, twelve foot bove deck: 
A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out— 
Call all hands to clear the wreck, 
Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold! 
Plumb the well—the leak encreaſes 
Four foot water in the hold ! 


While o'er the ſhip, wild waves are beating, 
We for wives and children mourn : | 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas ! from hence there's no return. 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain-pumps are choak'd below ; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 
For only that can ſave us now. 


O'er the lee beam is the land, boys. 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown— 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys 
See our mizen maſt is gone. | 

The leak we've found, it can't pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more, 

Up and rigg a jury fore-maſt— | 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear off ſhore. 


| Now once more on joys we're thinking 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives: | 
Come, the can, boys, let's be drinking, 
To our ſweet-hearts and our wives. 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to th' lips a brimmer join: 
Where's the tempeſt now, who feels it? 
None, our danger's drown'd in wine. 


Yo 


ES 
SONG CCL. 
HERE was a fair maiden, her name it was 
Gillian, | | 
Her manners were ſage, tho' her carriage was 
free, | 
You ſcarcely would meet ſuch a girl in a million, 
Her charms were the pride of the north country, 
All ſhe ſaid came ſo wittily, _ 
She danc'd-with ſuch grace and ſhe chaunted ſo 
prettily, Ds 2 | 
Nor madames of France, nor ſignora's of Ita- 
ly. | 
Could cope with this laſs of the north country. 
Rich lords and fine gentlemen crouded to woo her, 
Each begging her moſt humble ſervant to be, 
Some ſhew'd coach and horſes, ſome profferd gold 
to her, | | 
Some cloaths and fine jewels moſt gorgeous to 
ſee, „ 
But in vain all their brav'ry, 
She ſaid flat and plain ſhe ſaw thiro' their knav'- 
ry, 
And rather would paſs her whole life time in 
„ | 
Than bring ſuch diſgrace on the north country. 


But going one day to the wood with young Roger, 
To gather ſweet poſies for he and for ſhe, 
diy Cupid obſerv'd them, a comical codger, 
And hid himſelf ſnug in a ſycamore tree, 
Out he drew from his quiver, 
A ſhaft that a heart made of marble would 
ſhiver, | 5 | | 
He ſhot, here was none a poor maid to deliver, 
and down fell the laſs of the north country. 


SONG 
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| SONG CCLI. 
UARDIAN angels, now protect me, 
Send to me the ſwain 1 love, 


Cvpid with thy bow direct me. 


Help me, all ye powers above. 


Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes ; 
Tell him I love and I deſpair, | 


Tell him for him I live, ſay tis for him I grieve, 


Oh ! may my ſhepherd prove ſincere, 


Thro' the ſhady grove I'll wander, 


Silent as the birds of night, 
Near the banks of that meander, 
Where 'twas firſt he bleſt my fight. 


Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, 
Echo repeat the vows he (ſwore, 
Has he neglected me, has he forſaken me, 
O mutt II never ſee him more? 


Does he love but to torment me, 


And admire another fair ? 
If itbe fo I'll wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair. 


Some lonely cave ſhall be my dwelling, 
And ne'er more the cares of life purſue, 

The lark and philomel only ſhall hear me tell, 
What makes me bid the world adieu. 


SONG CCLIL 


By Mr. Lewis, Correftor of the Preſs. 
ET the learn'd and unlearn'd ſtill plan their 
fond ſchemes, 
And purſue the ſame end by quite different means; 
We Weavers can never know ſorrow or gloom, 
While commerce is hriſk, and we work in our 
_—_ . n 


eir 
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The coxcomb thinks happineſs center'd in ſelf, 
The ſtateſman in power, the miſer in pelf, 
The heir, when he ſees his old firein the tomb, 
But the bliſs of us Weavers is fix'd in our loom. 


To exercife us'd, and to temp'rance inclin'd, 
Weenjoy healthof body, and {weet peace of mind, 
And while the pale rake in diſeaſe meets his doom, 
Content throws her crimſon on us at the m. 


The fword and the ſcales of ſtrict juſtice we bear. 
And, like good Free-maſons, ſtill act on the ſquare; 
In our ſouls no mean paſſions ſhall ever find room, 
For honour and honeſty wait on the doom. 


Though wickedneſs reigns in camp, council and 
hall, | . 

Tis fooliſn, I'm ſure, to be wicked at all: 

Mind this, all ye folks, from the Gib to the Comb, 

And be merry and wiſe like the lads of the loom. 


And as to you, ladies, who caper and dance, 
With the eunuchs of Rome, the cotillons of France. 
O wafte not on ſuch empty trifles your bloom, 

But cheriſh the products and lads of the loom. 


But if you muſt need have ſome muſic at night, 
Sure a good Iriſh hautboy will give more delight, 
When a lilt you may dance with the brave captain 

Plume, 


Who will gladly turn Weaver to work in your loom. 


Above your own country prize not foreign parts, 
Nor let their gay toys gain your purſes or hearts, 
Nor fooliſhly ſpend at Bath, Paris, or Rome, 
What at Dublin were wiſely laid out on the loom. 

| SONG CCLIH. 
\ T the ſign of the horſe, where old Spintext of 
courſe, | | 
Each night took his pipe and his pot, 


Vera joram of nappy, quite pleaſant and happy, 


Was plac'd this canonical ſot. 
| The 


That a corpſe, ſnow or rain, can't endanger, that: 


4-204 7 At l. 


'The evening was dark, when in came the clerk, Bi 
With reverence due and ſubmiſſion ; Fach 
Firſt ſtrok'd his cravat, then twirl'd round his hat, Tt 
And bowing, prefer'd his petition : Whe 
I'm come fir, ſays he, to beg, look d'ye ſee, 11 
Of your reverence's worſhip and glory, 80 d1 
To inter a poor baby, with as much ſpeed as may 1 
be, | Good 

And I'll walk with the lanthorn before you, Or 
The body we'll bury, but pray what's the hurry? + 


Why, lord fir, the corpſe it does ſtay; 
You fool hold your peace, ſince miracles ceaſe, Wor 
A corpſe, Moſes, can't run away. 
Then Moſes he ſmil'd, ſaying, fir, a fmall child, . 0. 
Cannot long delay your intentions ; 


Why that's true by St. Paul, a child that is ſmall, Ye 
Can neverenlarge its dimenſions, | Here 


Bring Moſes ſome beer, and me ſome, d'ye hear, oy 

I hate to be call'd from my liquor; Th 
Come, Moſes, the king ; it's a ſcandalous thing, 

Such a ſubject ſhould be but a vicar, I 

r 


Then Moſes he ſpoke, fir, *tis paſt twelve o'clock, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſhower; _ 

Why, Moſes, you elf, ſince the clock has ſtruck 12, 
I'm ſure it can never ſtrike more. 


Beſides my dear friend, this leſſon attend, 
Which to ſay and to ſwear I'll be bold 


plain, 
But perhaps you or I may take cold. 


Then Moſes went on, fir, the clock has ſtruck one, 
Pray, maſter, look up at the hand; 

Why it ne'er can ſtrike leſs, 'tis a folly to preſs 
A wan for to go, that can't ſtand, 
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At length hat and cloak, old Orthodox took, 
But firit cramm'd his jaw with a quid ; 

Fach tipt off a gill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
Then ſtagger'd away ſide by fide, | 


When come to the grave, the clerk he then gave, 
The ſurplice to wrap round the prieſt | 

So droll was the figure, of Moſes and Vicar, 
The pariſh till talk of the jeſt, 


Good people, let's pray, put the corpſe other way, 
Or perchance I ſhall over it ſtumble ; 

Tis beſt to take care, tho' the ſages declare, 
A mortuum caput can't tremble 


Woman that's born of man, that's wrong the leaf's 
torn, | 
Oh! man that's born of woman | 
Can't continue an hour, but's cut down like a flower, 
You ſee, Moies, Death ſpareth no man. 


Here, Moſes, pray look, what a confounded book, 
Sure the letters are turn'd upſide down, 

Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the Devil is in't, 
That Blockhead ſhould print for the crown : 


Prithee, Moſes, you read, for I cannot proceed, 
And bury the corpſe in my ſtead, | 
[Amen, amen. ] | | 
Why, Mofes, you're wrong, you fool hold your 
tongue, 
You've taken the tail for the head: 


O where's thy ſting death! put the corpſe in the 
earth, 

For believe me 'tis terrible weather; 

do the corpſe was interr'd, without praying a word, 

And away they both ſtagger'd together. 
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| SONG CCLIV. duc 
| N 
ET poets prate of Venus' charms, Th 
L Or beauteous Philomel; | \ 


I do proteſt, they're but a jeſt, 
Compar'd with Betſy Bell. 
She is fo kind, ſo blythe and free, 
She never from me flies; T 
When e'er we meet, ſhe'll kiſs fo ſweet, 


You're welcome, fir, ſhe cries. Wh 
Into my arms one day ſhe flew, 

With, Lord! I'm glad you're come, 
Come in, ſays ſhe, I'm juſt at tea, 

& And faith you ſhall have ſome.” Ane 
Then down I ſat and took a diſh, Wa 


I be fair one to oblige, 

And when we'd done, I ſtrait begun, 
And boldly laid a ſiege. 

Fut ftay, ſhe cries—be merry and wiſe,” An. 
Then forc'd a gentle frown ; | 


But I began, retain'd the man, wh 
And ſtorm'd at once the town. Th 

I aſk'd her meaning with a kifs, Th. 
To me ſhe made reply, 

« Huſh1 walls, ſhe cries, have ears and eyes, 
„I'll tell you by aud by.” 

A hearty kiſs I gave her then, | 
Amidſt an am'rous ſqueeze: An 

Quoth ſhe, Sir, pray one moment ſtay, Th 


<«« Then do juſt what you pleaſe.” 


Then pointing to the door, ſhe faid,' 
«© Let's firfl make that ſecure, 

© Then I and you will—or fo, 
« When every thing's cock fure,” 


11 
Such tranfient bliſs was never known. 
Nor can I it expreſs; | 
The ſecret hid, what elſe we did, 
You're welcome all to gueſs. 
SONG CCLV. 
HERE was a Miller's daughter 
Liv'd in a certain village 
Who made a mighty ſlaughter, 
For I'd have you to know, 
Both friends and foe, 
The clown and beau, 
She always laid low; 
And her portion as I underſtand, 
Was fix acres of land; 
Beſides a mill 
That never ſtood till , 
Some ſheep and a cow, 
A harrow and plough ; 
And other things for tillage, 
What d'ye think of my Miller's daughter ? 


This pretty Miller's daughter, 
Was a damſel of ſuch fame, Sir, 
That knights and *ſquires ſought her; 
But, they ſoon were told | 
That ſome were too bold, 
And ſome too cold, 
And ſame too old, 
And ſhe gave them to underſiand, 
That, though they were grand, 
She was not to be ſold ; 
For ſays Betty, ſays ſhe, 
My virtue to me 
Is dearer than gold; | 
So you may go from whence you came, Sir, 
What d'ye think of the Miller's daughter i 
| | ut 
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But when this Miller's daughter, 
Saw Ned the morris dancer, 
His perſon quickly caught her. 
Sir, who {oclean 
Upon the green, 


As Ned was ſeen : | L 
For her his queen, 
Then blithe and merry as a king, \ 
His bells he'd ring, * 


And dance and ſing, 
Like any thing, 
Says he, my life 


| Woo't be my wife ; | No! 
A bluſh and kiſs was Betty's anſwer : Ane 

What d'ye think of my Miller's daughter. | 1 

| SONG CLVI. A t 
| | | H 
HIS cold flinty heart, it is you who haze Oft 

warm'd, 1 


You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd, Nu 


_ — — — 


Yon waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd, N 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ſtrove. And 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of 4 


love, 
Sweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love! ¶ For 


The froſt nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow, V 

From youth that is froſt nipt, no raptures can flow, Wel 
_ Elyſium to him but a deſart will prove. 

What's life without pafſion—ſweet paſſion of loye N 


The ſpring ſhou'd be warm, the young ſeaſon be gay. 

+ The birds and the flowrets make blithſome ſweet Lace 
Mayr, „ 

Love bleſſes the cottage, and ſings thro” the grove, I But 

What's life without paſſion - ſweet paſſion ot love? her 


— — — — — — —— — - — 
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TW take the wars, that hurry'd Willy fra 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn, 
They made him a captain ſurely to undo me, 
Woe is me he'll ne'er return, | 
I us'd alluring graces, 
With muckle kind embraces, | 
Now ſighing, then crying, tears dropping fall, 
And had he my ſoft arms, preferr'd to war'salarms, 
My love is growing ſad, all for my bonny lad, 
I fear in my fit I had granted all. 


A thouſand loons abroad may fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run, 
Oft in my arms I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home fra ſword or gun, | 
| v'd alluring graces, with muckle kind embraces, 
Now ſighing, then crying, tears dropping fall, 
And had he my ſoft arms preferr'd to war's alarms, 
My love is growing ſad, all for my bonny lad, 
I fear in my fit I had granted all, 


For a new gown [I gave muckle money, 
Which with flowers of gold did ſhine, 
Well might my love think me both blyth and bon- 


ny, Wo: 
e! No Scotch laſs was e'er ſo fine, 
My pettycoat I ſpotted, fringe too of thread I knot- 
ay. ted, | | | 
ect Lace-ſhoes, and ſilken-hoſe, to garter o'er the 
knee, 
e Butoh! the fatal thought, to Willy they are nought, 
He rides through towns, and revels with dragoons, 
While he the filly loon might have plunder'd me. 


L SONG 


ITE 1 
| SONG CCLVYIIL, 
| Curſe attends that woman's love, 
| That always wou'd be pleaſing, 
'The pertneſs of the billing dove 
Like tickling 1s but teazing. 
What then in lovecan woman do ? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us, 
If we fly then they purſue, | 
But leave us when they've won us: 
If we fly then they purſue, 
But leave us when they've won us, 


-$:0:N G+:CCLIX; 


HE Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did feaſt, 
dr Ambroſia with exquiſite ſauces were 
dre 3 | 
The eatables did with their deities ſuit, _ 
But what they ſhould drink did occaſion diſpute. 


T was time that old nectar was grown out of faſhi- 
on; 
Being what they did drink long before the creation; 
When the ſky-colour'd cloth was mov'd from the 
| broad, 
For the chryſtaline bowl, great Jove gave thc 
word, | 


The bowl it was large, of a heavenly ſize, 
Wherein they did uſe infant gods to baptize : 
Quoth Jove, I'm inform'd they drink punch upon 
| earth, | N 
Whereby mortal wits far exceed us in mirth; 


Therefore our wiſe Godheads together let's lay, 

And endeavour to make it much ſtronger than they; 

*T was ſpoke like a god, fill the bowl to the top, 

He's caſhier'd from the ſkies that leaves the leaſt 
drop. | | 
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Then Apollo ſent away two of his laſſes, 

With pitchers to fill at the well of Parnaſſus; 

To poet's new- born, this liquor was brought, 

And they ſuck'd it in for their morning's firſt 
draught, | | 


Juno for lemons ſtept into her cloſet, 

Which when ſhe was ſick ſhe infus'd into poſlet ; 

For Goddeſſes may be as ſqueamiſh as gipſies, 

The ſun and the moon you know have their eclip- 
„ | 


Venus, admirer of all things that were ſweet, 
Without whoſe infuſion there had been no treat, 
Commanded two ſugar loaves, white as her doves, 
To be brought to the table by a pair of young 
loves, = | 


So wonderful curious thoſe deities were, 

The ſugar was ſtrain'd thro' a piece of fine air; 

Jolly Bacchus gave notice by dangling his bunch, 

That without his aſſiſtance, there could be no 
punch, | | 


What he meant by the ſequel is very well known, 
Then threw in ten gallons of truſty langoon : 


Mars, tho” a blunt god, and chief of the bilkers, 
Was ſet at a table a curling his whiſkers. 


uoth he, fellow Gods, and celeſtial gallants, 

| wou'd not give a bg for the punch without Nantz, 
Therefore, my Ganymede, I do command ye, 
fo throw in ten gallons of right Nantz brandy. 


Saturn of all the gods there, was the oldeſt. 
And we may imagine his ſiomach was the coldeſt; 
He out of his pouch, did nine nutmegs produce, 
Which being well grated were put in the juice; 
Neptune, this ocean of good liquor did crown, 
With a fea biſcuit bak'd very hard in the.ſun. 


L 2 | The 


Le bucks, aſſembled at a brother's call, 
By heaven! I know ye, and have at ye all 


The bowl being finiſh'd, a health then began, 


5 
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Quoth Jove, let it be to that creature call'd man; 


Tis to him alone we theſe bleſſings do owe, 
For heaven was never true heaven till now. 
The gods being pleaſed, the health went about, 
Till gorrel-belly'd Bacchus great guts nigh burſt 
out, 


'The other jolly gods whole oceans did ſwallow. 
Actæon with hounds and with huntſmen did hallowy; 
The punch was delightful, that-plenty did bring, 
And all the world over their fame it did ring. 


Spoken by Mr. Ryder at Smock- alley Theatre, 


E ſocial friends of claret and of wit, 

Where'er diſpers'd, in merry groupes ye (it, 

Whether below ye gild the glitt'ring ſcene, 
Or croud aloft there, on a bold thirteen ; 


By Nature's hand, within, the ſparks are ſtruck, 
That conſtitute a thing we call a buck, 

Nor yet to ſex, degree, or age confin'd, 

It lives an active principle of mind; 

And ſeen in ev'ry claſs o' th' human frame, 

'Tho' th' effect differ, yet the thing's the ſame. 


The motive here that ſets our bucks on fire, 
The general wiſh, the firſt and laſt deſire, 
If you with plaudits echo to renown, 
Or, urg'd to fury, tear the benches down; 
It's ſtill the ſame To one bright goal you haſte 
To ſhew your ſpirit, and approve your taſte : 
?*Tis not in nature for you to be quiet; 
No—damme !—bucks exiſt but in a riot, 


os For 
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For inſtance now, to charm th' admiring crowd, 

Your bucks i' th' boxes ſneer and talk aloud, 

To th' lattice next, with joyous ſpeed they run, 

Io! To! my bucks !—Well what's the fun? 

Tho' Shakeſpear ſpeak, regardleſs of the play, 

They loll and laugh the ſpriy htly hours away,; 

For to ſeem ſenſible of real merit, 

Is certainly—beneath us lads of ſpirit! 

Your bucks i' th' pit are—miracles of learning! 

Who point out faults to ſhow their own diſcerning z 

And critic like, beſtriding martyr'd ſenſe, 

Proclaim their genius and—vaſt conſequence ! 


The middle row, whoſe keener views of bliſs 
Are chiefly center'd in a fav'rite Miſs; 
A ſet of jovial bucks do there reſort, 0 
Fluſt!'d from the tavern—reeling ripe for ſport. 
Whiſpering ſoft nonſenſe in the fair one's ear, 
My life, —my ſoul, my joy—my only dear, {| 
And wholly ignorant of what paſſes here; 
Wak'd from their dream, oft join the houſe ap- 
plauſe, | 8 
With bravo! bravo !—fine! charming !—what 
was it? „5 . 
hus ſhow their taſte, unconſcious of the cauſe, 


Ye bucks above, who reign like gods at large— 
Nay, do not | Phy liſten to your charge. 
You, who reſolv'd to change the ſcene of raillery, 
Out talk the players in the upper gallery; 

While deaf'ning ſhouts ſupport your high renown, 8% 
You ſtamp with eaſe your merit on the town; "ALT 
Your judgment is ſo fierce—your wit ſo loud, . 
That 'pon my foul, I'm fure it muſt be good. 


One in this houſe oft feels your noiſy ſway, 
In troth the lad is willing to obey, 
* 1 know him well, no one knows him better; 
8 Egad I kaew him e'erhe knew a letter; 
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© And this I know, believe my knowledge true, 
He bears a moſt profound reſpect for you. 
When tir'd oft in tedious farce and play, 
He thinks to drag his weary bones away, 
You call him back with loud vociferation, 


Half dead the culprit comes and ſings the ſong 

Or cracks a joke to ſave his tir'd tongue. 

© Egad I now remember as I hither came, 

© 'This Ryder—aye ,that's the fellow's name, 

* Requeſted to you all I'd ſomething ſay, 

* To ſend you ſatisfy'd and pleas'd away; 

* For my dear friend, ſaid Ryder, do you ſee, 

* Whate'er you ſay, they'll think it's ſurely me. 

Faith that's true 

Ladies and gentlemen, around, below, above, 
For this and ron palt, with gratitude and 

love, 
His glowing boſom's ardent thanks receive; 
Do, take the fellow's thanks, 'tis all he has to 
ive, 


4 


4 « 


My meſſage done, I bow to your decree, 


And beg, for Ryder's ſake, you'll clap for me. 


; 2 The Words incloſed thus * are Mr, R Yer, 


Additions, 
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And thunder in his ears, moderation, moderatiox, 


THE COMPLETE 


COUNTRY-DANCER. 


| | L 
1, ALDRIDGE's HORNPIPE. 

IX hands round twice, three couple link and 

) dance round ſee-ſaw and right and left. 
| 2. ANDREW CARY. 

Caſt off two couple and back again, croſs over 
two couple, ſet long corners, dance out at the ſides, 
and turn your partner. | 

3. ALL ALIVE. 

Caſt off and 4 hands round with zd cu. dance 
2 the middle, up again, caſt off and right and 
left. 4 195 | 

B 


| 4. BONNY LADS, | 
Caſt off two couple and back again, ſet and 
baulk long corners, and between each ſetting, to 
ſet and baulk to your partner, then ſet long cor- 
ners, out at the ſides and turn your partner. 
5. BALLINAMONA, | 
Caſt off, croſs over below third couple, lead up 
between ſecond and third couple, foot it, right and 


left, 
6, BER» 


„ 
| 6. BERWICK LASS ES. 
Firſt and ſecond couple dance back and change 
places, then croſs over one couple, dance back 
and change places again——then croſs over to 


their own places, right and left, hands acrols 
(half round) dance back and right and left, 


7. IHE BISHOP OF OSNABURGH's 
HOR NPIPE. 

Firſt and 2d cu, ſet and hands half round— 1ſt 
cu. hands round with zd cu.—iſt cu. lead thro' 
the zd cu. caſt up and turn, lead thro' the 2d, catt 
off and turn, 1ſt, 2d, and 3d, cu, ſet and hands 
once round, : 

8. LORD BUTE's RACE. 
Firſt and ſecond couple right and left hand; 
acroſs, caſt oft, lead thro the 3d couple and cait 
up, right and left at top. 


9. BRING THE NEGUS, | 
Firſt wo. caſt off round 2d wo. croſs over and 
go round the zd man, caſt up round zd wo. crotls 
and go round 2d man to her ownplace, her part- 
ner tollowing her, lead down one couple, four 
hands round with zd couple, ſet, and hands a-cro!s 
with 2d couple, 


10. BROWN's RANT. 
Dance back and change places, croſs over t wo 
couple, lead up and ſet long corners, out at the 
ſides and turn your partner. 


F 11, BRICK MAKERS. 

Firſt and ſecond couple take hands with their 
on partners, and dance forward, then face each 
other and clap hands: Then firſt and ſecond man 
and firſt and ſecond woman take hands, dance out 
at the ſides, face each other and clap again; right 
and leit hands a-croſs and clap, croſs over one cu. 
right and left, and clap again, 


12, BASKET 
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12. BASKET OF OYSTERS. | 

Caſt off two couple and up again, dance down 
the middle and up again, caſt off, ſet corner ways, 
lead out at the des and turn. 

13. BUCKS OF WESTMEATH. 

Dance back and change places, lead down the 
middle and up again, caſt off, hands round with 
third couple, right and left at top. 

| 14, BALTIOURA. 

Dance down the middle two couple, hook with 
right arm, turn and caſt up one couple, hook 
with left arm and caſt up to the top; caſt of 1 cu. 
ſet long corners, out at the ſides and turn, 

15, TWO BREWERS. 
Caſt off 2d cu, up again, whole figure, croſs 


4 two cu. half figure to the top and right and 
left. | | 
C 


16, CAMERONIAN REEL. 

Caſt off two couple and back again, croſs over 
two couple, ſet long corners, lead out at the ſides 
and turn your partner. 2 | 

17, CONNOR's HOR NPIPE. 

Three hands round with ſecond woman, ditto 
with ſecond man, firſt and ſecond cu, dance back, 
foot it and turn their partners, ditto and turn 
again, croſs over one cu. and right and left, 
Rs 18. COME BEGIN, SIR. 

Hook and turn with right hand and caſt off, 
then hook and turn with left hand, ſet long cor- 
ners, and to your, partner without turning. 

19. COPPER CAPTAIN, 

Firſt couple ↄroſs over and caſt down two cou- 
ple, the ſameup again, lead down the middle and 
turn, right and left at top. - 

25 20, CURRAGH RACES. 

Firſt couple caſt down, at the ſame time 3d 
couple lead up, and each turn partners; iſt cou- 


ple 
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partner, 
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ple lead up and the 3d caſt down and turn part-. 


ners, 1ſt couple lead down two couple, caſt up one, 


right and left at top. 
| 21, CASTLE GUARD. 
Firſt couple lead thro' the 2d. iſt man turn 2d 


and zd woman, and the ſame time iſt woman turn 


2d and 3d man, and then turn partners, lead 
thro' zd couple, caſt up, lead thro' the 2d couplo, 
caſt off and turn. 

22. DONNYBROOK FAIR. 

Firſt man and woman heys on their own fide, 
the ſame contrary ſides, lead down two couple, 
caſt up one, hands a- croſs at top. 

23. DORSET-STREET ASSEMBLY: 

Firſt and 2d couple dance back and foot it, right 
and left, hands a-croſs, croſs over one couple, right 


and left, | 
24. DISTILLERS. 
Caſt off two couple, link, dance down the mid- 


dle two couple and back again, ſet long corners, 


dance out at the ſides and turn. 

1 25. DAINTY DAVY. 

Dance down the middle, one cu. back again, 
caſt off one couple, and dance down another cou- 
ple, caſt off one more, then ſix hands round, lead 
up to the top and caſt off one cu. then firſt man 
hook 3d wo. then his partner; then heok 2. wo. 
and his partner again, dance outſide and turn your 


26. DEVIL's DEAD. 
Caſt off two couple and up again, the firſt hey: 


on the woman's fide, his partner the ſame on the 


men's fide ; croſs over two couple, lead up to the 
top, four hands round, right and left, 
27. THE DRAUGHT. | 
Hook your partner with right hand, and cro!s 
over one couple and hook with the left, fall in 
between zu cu, your partner between 2d cu. and 
| | dance 
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dance face to face, fall in to your partner's place, 
and ſhe into yours, ſet and turn long corners, out 
at the ſides and turn your partner. 


28, WIDOW DICKENS. 
Caſt off one couple and turn partner, ditto 


| another couple and turn again, then fall in be- 


tween third man and woman, all four in a breaſt, 
ditto with ſecond man, and woman, lead up and 
caſt off one couple, hands a- croſs with third cou 
ple, ſeeſaw with ditto, right and left with ſecond 
couple. i 
29. NANCY DAWSON. 

Firſt and ſecond couple dance back and change 
places, firſt cu. croſs over one couple, ſecond cu, 
do the ſame, right and left hands a-croſs, lead 
_ the middle one couple, foot it, right and 
leit, 
„ Ditto ſingle. | 

Firſt and 24 cu, dance back and change 
places, croſs over one cu. and right and left. 


30. DANIEL COOPER. 
Caſt off one couple, up again, croſs over one 
couple, right and left. 


31. K. OF DENMARRK's DELIGHT. 
Right and left hands a-croſs, lead down the 


middle and up again, caſt off one couple, right 


and left}. 
32. DOCTOR MACK. 
Caſt off two cu. and back again, dance down 
the middle and up again, caſt off, hands a- croſs 


half round and back again, turn your partner and 
right and left. 


33, DOWN WITH THE PEBBLES. 
Caſt off two couple and back again, crofs over 


two couple, ſet long corners, lead out at the ſides 


and turn your partner. 


34. ESSEX 


. 
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34. ESSEX BRIDGE. 

Firſt cu. caſt off and hands a-croſs with zd cu, 

2d cu. the ſame, caſt off two cu. lead up one, 
right and left at top. 1 | | 


35. THE FRANCHISES. 

Firſt three cu. ſet and croſs into their partners 
places, the ſame back again, ſecond cu. lead thro' 
zd couple and caſt up to the 11ſt couple's place, 
the 1ſt cu. follow them and caſt up into the ſe- 
cond couple's place, iſt three couple hands 


round, | 
36. FANNY” FANCY. 


Dance down one couple, turn your partner, 


caſt off another, turn your partner, ſix hands round 
lead up to top, caſt off one couple, and right and 


left. | 
37. Miss FAUSTUS's MAGGOF. 

Change ſides, back again, quick time; minute 
time, lead out your partner below 2d couple, 2d 
do the fame, right and leſt hands a- croſs; quick 
time, ſet 2d wo, your partner ſet 2d man, cross 
over one couple, and right and left. 
| 38. THE FIFE MAJOR. 

Firſt man ſet and half turn with the 2d. wo, 
and fall betwixt 2d and 3d wo. firſt wo. do the 
ſame with the ad man; croſs over the zd couple 
lead up and turn, lead up thro' 2d cu. caſt off 
and turn. | 

39. FOLLOW ME, LADS. 

Hands a-creſs and back again, croſs over 1 cu. 

right and left. 
| 40. FIGURANTI. 

Firſt couple lead down one couple, up again 
and caſt off; ſecond couple the ſame : croſs over 
two couple, ſet and turn long corners, dance out 
at the fides, turn and right and left at top. 


41. THE 


* 
1 


S 4. 
A. THE GALLOP. 
Firſt man caſt off and turn 3d wo. firſt wo. caſt 


off and turn 3d MAD, ſix hands round and — 
and left. 
H. 


42. HAMILTON's RANT. 

Cait off two cu. and back again then the man 
to fall in between 3d man and wo. the wo. at 
the ſame time fall in between 2d man and 2d wo. 
all footing it at one time: Then the man to fall 
in between 2d and 3d woman, and the woman to 
fall in between 2d and 3d man and foot it, ſet 
long corners, out at the ſides and turn. 

43. HUMOURS OF DUBLIN, 

Firſt couple foot it and caſt off, lead thro' the 
ſecond couple and caſt off, croſs over, half figure 
with 3d cu, lead up, and right and left with 2d 


couple. 
44. HEY ME NANCY. 
Firſt man debe to his partner, and caſts off 
two cu. ſhe beckons to him and returns back again, 


then croſs over two cu, ſet long corners, dance out 
all the ſides and turn. 


5. HAY MAKERS. 

The firſt a dance back, foot it, and turn 
their partners, croſs over one couple, and right and 
Were > 

46. HUMOURS OF PRIEST TOWN. 

Lead down the middle 2 cu. and back again, 
firit man ſet and turn ſecond woman, ſecond man 
let and turn firſt woman, crols over and right and 


left, 
47. HEY FOR THE LIBERTY 8 
Firſt woman caſt off two couple and fall into 
the 24 woman's place, at the ſame time the firſt 
man follow her and fall into the ad man's place; 
firſt man caſt down round the 3d man, at the ſame 
time firſt woman caſt up round the 2d woman, 
M | meet 


1 


meet and turn proper, hands round with the 3d 
couple, right and left at top. 
48. HUSSEY's MAGGOT. 

Change ſides, back again, croſs over one cou- 
ple, lead up and caſt off, clap hands, hands round 
aad right and left, 

49. HOLE IN THE WALL, 

Caſt off one couple, and hook, up to the top 
and hook, heys contrary paitners, ſet corners and 
out at the ſides, 

50, HONEY MOON. 

Whole figure down, up again, croſs over two 
couple, lead up to the top, and foot it all four, 
right and left half round, ſame back again, croſs 
over, half figure, right and left. 

11. HUMOURS OF CASTLEBAR, 

Dance down two couple and up again, ſet to 
2d woman and turn your partner, the ſame with 
the 2d man, hands acroſs and back again, dance 
to your "4; and turn, right and left at top. 

HIGHLAND REEL. 

Dance 4880 two couple and up again, ſix hands 
round and back again, dance and turn your part- 
ners, right and left at top. 

53. HUMOURS OF DUNDRUM. 
Dance back, change places, jig down the mid- 
dle and up again, right and left. 

J. 


ISLE OF SKY. 

Firſt and ſecond couple dance back, change 
places, croſs over one cu. lead up and caſt of, 
right hands a-croſs once round with 3d. couple, 
left hands with 2d cu, four hands round with 3d 
.couple, right and left with 2d. Or, 

Right hands a-croſs, left hands a-croſs, dance 
down the middle, up again and caſt off at top, 
ſet corners, out at the ſides and turn, 


55. THE 


„„ 
55. THE IRISH LASS ES. 
Caſt off one couple, dance to your partner, caſt 
off another, the ſame: dance down the middle, 
up again and caſt off at top, change fides with zd $ 
cu. dance down the middle, up again, and right 9 


and left with 2d couple. i 

56. WILKES's MAG GOT. T1) 

Firſt cu. caſt off, up again, croſs over ad cu, + 180 
lead up to top, caſt off, ſet and turn long corners, | * 
and lead outhdes, 1 | 1 
7. JACK's ALIVE. 1 


Change wes. back again, croſs over 2d cu. ſet 
long corners, Or, 


Right and left hands a-crofs, croſs over 2d cu. 
lead up to the top, caſt off one cu. fix hands round, 


right and left at _ 10 | 
8. JOLLITY. 1 
Hands round ich 2d cu. caſt off hands round | 13 


with zd couple, lead up and caſt of, turn, Tight i 
and left, 


59. JENNY BANG THE WEAVER. 
Cait off 2 cu. up again, 1ſt man leads round 


za man, and ſecond wo, his partner following oy 
tim, then ſet long corners, out at ſides and 17 
turn. | ny 
60. JENNY's TASTE. 1 

Caſt off one cu. turn partners, lead up and caſt | 1 
off, foot it a- croſs, right and left. 819 
61. THE IRISH NODDY. M4 

Caſt off one cu. lead to bottom, caſt up, 4 hands n 1 | 
round at bottom, lead up, caſt off right and left. 5 ; 
62. THEINFANT. 14 

Right hands a-croſs half round, left hands back . 


again, lead down the middle 2 cu. up again, caſt 5 
off one cu, hands round with 3d cu, right and left 1 
at top. Wi. 


M 2 63, KITTY's 


184 J 
| K. 
63. KITT V's WEDDING. 
Firſt and 2d. cu. dance back and change places, 
croſs over one cu, right and left. 


64. LOVE IN A VILLAGE, 
Firſt and ſecond couple dance back and change 
places, croſs over one couple, lead up and caſt off 
one couple four hands twice round with third cou 


ple, dance out at the ſides, turn, and right and 


left at top. | 
65, LIGRUMCUS. 


Right and left hands a- croſs with 2d cu. then 


firſt man beckon to his partner and caſt off 24 
cu. ſhe beckons to him and returns back, then 
change places, and firſt man dance with ſecond 
woman, firſt woman dothe ſame with ſecond man 
at the ſame time, then change again, and dance 
3 with ſecond couple, croſs over and right and 
eft. | | | | 
| 66, LADS OF AIR. 
Firſt man dance to 2d wo. he caſt down and ſhe 


up at the ſame time; ſecond man and firſt woman 


do the ſame, right and left hands a-crofs : firſt 


man ſet and turn 2d wo. 2d man ditto with firſt 


wo. lead down the middle one cu, foot it right 
and leſt. | | | 
67. LADY ANN HAMILTON's REEL. 
Firſt and 24 cu. foot right and left half round, 
the ſame back again, croſs ayer one couple, lead 
ar third cu, caſt up one couple and right and 
left. | | 
68. LADY CARO. RUSSELS's REEL. 
Right and left hands a- croſs, then firſt man ſet 
and turn 24 wo. and firſt woman ſet and turn 2d 
man, ſeeſay firſt and ſecond couple and half right 
and left, 


69. LORD 


1 5 ] 

59. LORD MARCH's NIGHT-CAP. 

Firſt and 2d cu. take hands, and dance back to 
back (firſt cu, facing the head of the room) then 
firſt and 2d man, and 1ſt and 2d woman dance 
out at the ſides, right and left hands acroſs, croſs 
over one cu, and right and leſt, 

70. LADY BERKLEY's WHIM. 

Caſt off two couple, up again, fall in three be- 

low and three above, ſix hands round and back 


again, dance to your partner and turn, right and 
left at top, | 
M 


71. MINERS OF WICKLOW. 

Caſt off one cu. and ſoot it, ditto another cu. 
and back again, lead down the middle two cu, and 
back again, then caſt off one cu, ſet long corners, 
out at the ſides and turn. jy 

72, MOLONEY's JIGG. 

[See Miners of Wicklow.] 

73. THE MAGAZINE. | 

Caſt off and hands round with 3d couple, caſt 

up and hands round with ſecond, lead down thc 


| middle and up again, caſt off, and right and left 


at top. 
' +74. MERRILY DANC D THE QUA- 
5 KER, 
| Foot it and hook, and turn with right arms, caſt 


1 off and ditto with left, hands a-croſs with third 
couple, and right and left at top. 
75. MEDLICOT's RANT. 


Firſt man caſt off, dances to 3d. woman, turns 


e and reſts between 3d cu. firſt woman the ſame end- 
ng between 2d cu. firſt man lead up third cu. his 
WM partner lead up 2d cu. the caſts up round third wo. 
ſhe round 2d man, he leads forward 2d and 3d 
wo. ſhe ad and zd man; firſt couple turn in ad cu. 
place. 


M 3 56. MERRY 
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76. MERRY DANCERS. | 

Dance back and change places; firſt man 1 
and turn 2d wo. firſt wo. with 2d man, croſs over 
one cu, and right and left. 

| 77. THE MAJOR. 

Croſs over to the bottom, then ſeeſaw to top, 
all the company join hands and dance round, caſt 
off and gallop to the bottom. | 

78. MICHELL's HOR NPIPE, 
Right and left hands a- croſs, croſs over one cu. 
and right and left, | 

| 79. M*NEAL's HORNPIPE. 

Firſt and ſecond couple dance back and right 
hands a-croſs, ditto, and left hands a-crols, three 
cu. link and dance round, croſs over one cu, and 
right and left, 

80, DUSTY MILLER, 

Half heys below zd couple, croſs over between 
2d and zd cu, hook and turn your partner; then 
hook and turn long corners, and between cach 
corner to hook and turn your partner, ſet long 
corners, out at the ſides and turn, | 

81, MAID OF THE MIEL. 

Turn your partner, dance down ſecond cu, and 
back again, heys contrary ſides, ſet long corners, 
lead up to top, croſs over one cu, and right and 
left. Or, 

Firſt man and wo. caſt off one cu. and turn, 
at ſame time 3d cu, lead up and turn; zd cu. cal 
off and turn, firſt couple lead up and turn ; three 
firſt men draw down into the 3d woman's place 
and back again; croſs over two couple, lead up, 
ſet, and caſt off; ſet and fix hands round. 


— 1 


* 'The Major is a dance which is generally 
made uſe of to bring the couple, that have led ci 
their complement, to the bottom, 


82. MAD 
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82, MAD CAPTAIN. 

Swing right hands, caſt off one couple; ſwing 
left hands and caſt up to top, croſs over two couple, 
lead up to top, caſt off, ſet corners and lead out 
at ſides. | 

83 MW DONALD's REEL. 

Firſt couple dance and calt down fecond couple 
upagain, dance and croſs over ſecond couple upto 
top and dance; - firſt man turn third woman with 
right hand, his partner with left, then ſecond 
woman With right, 
time with OS AB corner men, turn your partner 
into ſecond couple's p! lace. 

N. 
84. LORD NEW BATTLE's REEL, 

Firſt man hook ſecond woman, and firſt woman 
hook ſecond man, then firſt man ſet and turn ſecond 
woman, and firſt woman ſet and turn ſecond man, 
croſs over and right and left. 

85. NOBODY's JIG. 

Caſt off two couple, clap, up again, clap, croſs 
over two couple, ſet Jong corners, and out at the 
lides, 

86. NAKED BOY, 

Firſt couple lead thro? the ſecond, caſt off below 
the third and turn; lead thro' the third couple and 
caſt upabove the ſecond and turn; croſs over two 
couple, lead 175 one, and right and left at top. 

. NEW DARGLE. 
Dance 124 and change places, jigg down the 


middle and up again, caſt off, hands round wk 


third coup! ©, right and left at top. 
O. 
88, OFF AND ON. 

Dance down two couple, back again, croſs over 
two couple, lead up and caſt off, right hands round 
with third couple, back again, ſet and turn your 
partner, and right and left with ſecond coupfe. 

M 4 99. ONLY 
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8g. ONLY THINK OF THAT, 
Heys contrary ſides, ſame on your own fide; 
lead thro' ſecond couple and caſt up; lead thro” 
top and turn your partner, | 


go. PRETTY LADY. 

Three hands round with ſecond woman, ditto 
with ſecond man, croſs over one couple, turn your 
partner and right and left, 

| 91. PIPER's MAGGOT. 

Caſt off two couple and back again, lead down 
the middle to ſecond couple's place, and caſt up to 
the top, then croſs over two couple, ſet long cor- 
ners, out at the ſides and turn. 

92. PHOENIX PARK. 

Firſt couple croſs over two couple, the ſame up 
again; caſt down one couple, lead thro' the third 
and caſt up one; ſet, and four hands round with 
ſecond couple. 

93. PEAS UPON A TRENCHER. 
Firſt and ſecond couple dance back and change 
places, croſs over two couple, ſet long corners, 
dance out at the ſides, foot it and turn your part- 


ner. 
94. PRIEST IN HIS BOOTS. 
Right and left hands a- croſs, croſs over one cou- 
ple, and right and left. 


2 
gs. QUEEN OF HEARTS. 

Hook with right arm and turn, caſt off one 
couple, and ditto with left arm, four hands round 
twice, ſet long corners, out at the ſides and 
turn. 

g6. QUEEN's COUNTY BOYS. 

Dance down two couple, up again, jigg down 

the middle, up again, ſet corners, out at the 


__ tides, 


97. QUICK 


B 
97. quick STEP. 

Firſt man ſwing half round with his partner, 
the ſame with the ſecond and third woman; the 
firſt woman the ſame on the other fide and meet at 
the bottom; the ſame upon the other ſides, lead 


down two couple, caſt up one, and four hands 
round at top. 
R. 


98. RAKES OF MALLOW. 

Firſt man heys on the woman's ſide, his partner 
heys on the men's fide at the {ame time, then 
heys at their own ſides, the two firſt couple hands 
half round, and right and left. 

99. RYAN's RANT. 

Change gen back again, croſs over one cou- 
ple, left hands at bottom, right hands : at top, 
ſeeſaw and right and left. 

| 100. THE ROTUNDA. é 

Caſt off one couple, firſt man turn ſecond and 
third man, at the ſame ſame time firſt woman turn 
ſecond and third woman: change places and do 

the ſame contrary ſides; firſt man goes round the 
third woman, at the ſame time firſt woman goes 
round ſecond, meet and turn, firſt man goes round 
ſecond woman, and firſt woman round third man, 
meet and turn proper. 
101. RAKES OF CASHELL. 
Fall back, change places, jigg down the mid- 


dle, up again, caſt off, hands round with third 


couple, right and left at top. 


102. RAKES OF KILKENNY. 
Hands a- croſs and back again, croſs over one 
couple, right and left. 


102. RAK ES OF WESTMEATH. 


Caſt off two couple and back again, croſs over 


9 couple, ſet long cor ners, dance out at the ſides, 


and turn your partner, 
Ms 104, SHELA 
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104. SHEELA NA GIGG. 

Firſt man dance behind ſecond man; firſt wo- 
man the {ame behind the ſecond woman, peeping 
four times at each other, then {et and baulk 
with ſecond couple, croſs over and right and 


left, 
105, SCOTS BONNET, 
Dance down two couple, back again, change 
ſides and back again, croſs over two couple, hook 
long corners, between which hook and turn your 
partner, ſet long corners, turn vour partner and 
Tight and left, 
106, "THE SOLDIER's JOY. 


Dance down two couple, and back again, ßiſt 


and third couple ſeeſaw round ſecond couple, the. 


firſt three couple link and dance round into their 
places, croſs over one couple and right and left. 
107. SERENADE, 
Caſt off two couple, up again, caſt off on? 
four hands at bottom, and right "and left at top. 


108. SHEPHERD's FLOCK. 


Croſs over two couple, and up again; croſs over 


one 1 and right and left. 


. SALMON LEAP. 

Caſt off one © coils, þ hands round with the third 
couple, ſet and hands round with the ſecond cou- 
ple; firſt man goes round the third couple into the 
ſecond couple's place, ſame time the fir woman 


goes round the ſecond couple, turn proper, and 


right and left at top, 


110, TRIP TO NENAGH. 
Caſt off two couple and back again, croß over 
two couple, ſet long corners, dance out at the 
ſides aud turn your partner, 


TRIP 


ſo 
tl 
Ca 


C 
111, TRIP 'TO CORK, 
Set and half right and left, the ſame back again, 
croſs over, lead thro" the ſecond couple, calt of, 
and right and left at top. 
112, TRIM HER VELVET 

Caſt off one couple, ſet and caſt off pl as 
ple, heys up to. the top, change ſides and back 
again, croſs over two couple, ſet Jong corners, 
out at the fides and turn your partner. 

112, TRANSIT OF VENUS. 

Swing right hands and caſt off one couple, left 

hands and caſt up to top, lead thio' third couple, 
caſt up and right and left at top. 
114, TIM WHISKEY, 

Firſt man hunt his partner round ſecond woman, 
ſecond man into the third couple's place, foot it and 
turn partners, {ix hands round, cad up to top and 
_caſt oft, 
115, TRICKS AND FANCIES. 

Firſt couple caſt off and turn, ſecond couple the 
ſame, croſs over one couple, and right and left at 
top. 

; 116, THEATRE-ROYAL. 

Firſt couple lead through ſecond couple; croſs 
and coſt off below third couple; cad through 
third couple, croſs and caſt up round ſecond cou- 
ple, croſs over one couple, kaif turn, and right 
and left at top. 

117. TUZZY MUZZY, 

Dance back and change places, caſt off one cou- 

ple and turn, and right and left with ſecond cou + 
. 
f 118, TOM-JONES. 

Hands a- croſs quite round and back again, crofs 

over one couple and richt and left. 
119; THURLES CAMP, 

Fiſt man turn his partner and turn the 2d wo- 

man, his partncr turn the 2d man, hands a-crof 
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half round with the 2d Couple, the ſame back a- 
gain, right and left at W | 
120, WINDSOR FOREST. 

Firſt and 2d couple foot it and change ſides, the 
ſame back again, croſs over two couple, lead up 
to the top, foot it, and caſt off, four hands round 
with 3d couple, right and left at top. Or, 

Right and left hands a-croſs, four hands round 


twice, ſeeſaw and half right and left. 


121. WHO'D HA THOUGHT IT. 

Caſt off two couple, up again, croſs over two 
couple, lead up to the top and caſt off, ſet corners 
and lead out at ſides. 

| 122. WATER FALL. 

Firſt couple caſt off one couple, lead through 
the 3d couple, caſt up again and lead through the 
2d couple and caſt off, ſet double corners and 
turn, | 
123, WIDOW's FROLICK. 

The firſt woman caſt off round 2d and 3d wo- 
man, the firſt man following lead up, one couple, 
ſet double corners and then to your partner; firſt 
man figure round the 2d woman, the firſt woman 
round the 3d man, then turn into falſe places, firit 
man round 3d woman, firit woman round 2d man 
and turn. 

124, WILD IRISHMAN. 

Firſt couple heys at their own fides (or, dance 
back and change places) croſs over two couple, 
ſet long corners, out at the ſides, turn, right and 
left, | 


XII. COUN- 


XII. COUNTRY DANCES 
CoMposeD FOR 


SHAKESPEAR' JUBILEE. 


. 2 K ——ů 
— 


No. r. MRS. QUICKLY, | 
ANDS a-croſs, ſame back again, lead down 
two couple and caſt up; firſt man hands 
round with ſecond woman, and then with the third 
woman, ſame time firſt woman does the ſame fi- 
gure with firſt and ſecond Man. | 
2. WAR WICKSHIRE LADS. 
Whole figure down your own ſide and turn your 
partner, croſs over half figure, lead down one 
couple and caſt off, back to back with your part- 
ner, and hands four at the bottom. „ 
3. STAFFORDSHIRE JUBILEE. - 
Caſt off one couple, turn your partner, and 
right and left at top, whole figure on your own 
fide, draw round ſecond and third couple, right 
and left at bottom, and turn your partner, | 
4. MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 
Swing your partner with right hand and caſt off 
one couple, ſame with left hand and caſt off ano- 
ther, croſs over two couple to the top, caſt off one 
couple, firſt man turn third woman, firſt woman 
turn third man, and right and left at top; firſt 
man whole figure at top, woman at bottom, firſt 
man hands round with ſecond woman, firſt woman 
hands round with ſecond man, 
5. CALIBAN's 
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5, CALIBAN's JIGG. 

Right and left with third couple at bottom, half 
figure on your own fides, and right and left at 
top; croſs over one couple, firſt man three hands 
round with ſecond and third woman, the ſame with 
ſecond and third man, half round third couple, 
turn your partner, and four hands round at top. 

6. DOLL 'TEARSHEET's RANT. 

Caſt off one couple, firſt man hands round with 
fecond and third man, firſt woman the ſame on her 
ſide, firſt man right hands acroſs at bottom with 
third couple, then left hands a- eroſs at top and then 
at bottom; firſt and ſecond couple back to back, 
and turn their own partners, heys at their own 


fide, and turn their partners. 
7. THE MULBERRY TREE. 


Croſs over one couple, turn your partner half 


round, and right and left with third couple, firſt 
man heys with third couple at bottom, firſt woman 


' heys with ſecond couple at top, firſt man draw his 


partner round third couple, firſt man whole figure 
round {ſecond woman and third man, firit woman 
the fame round ſecond man and third woman, 
8. TRINCALO's REEL. 
Set and caſt off one couple; ſet and turn your 
partner; firſt man, ſet and turn third woman, firſt 


woman ſet and turn third man, firſt man ſet and turn 


ſecond. man, firſt woman the ſame. 
9. WARWICKSHIRE LASSES. 

Firſt and ſecond couple ſet and hands half round, 
the ſame back again; l-ad down the middle and 
ſet to third couple, then ſet to 2d couple, right 
and left at bottom and hands acroſs at top. 

10. BENEDICK's WEDDING. 

Firſt man turn half round with ſecond and third 
man and t{iniſh at bottom, the firlt woman the {ame 
on her de; firſt couple Whole figure round third 
couple; firſt man turns ſecond and third woman 
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half round and finiſh at top, firſt woman the ſame 
with ſecond and third man; croſs over and turn 
your e. 

HUM O URS OF EASTCHEAP, 

Set 3 croſs over one couple, ſet and half fi- 
gure round firſt couple, ſet corners and right and 
left at bottom. 

12. TOUCH STONE's FROLICK. 

Firſt couple half right and left with ſecond cou- 
ple, and then with the third, and ſet at bottom, ſa me 
back again; caſt off one couple, firſt man turn 
third woman, firſt woman third man; hey at top, 
the woman at bottom and turn partners. 


Six Cotillons compoſed for Shakeſpeare's Jubilee, 


COTILLEON: x: | 
ALL's WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


LL round, right hands and left four, four lead 


up, turn their ladies once round into their 
places, the other four do the ſame; every gentle- 
man turn his partner. 
2. TAMING OF THE SHREW. 
All round; each turn his partner, balance, 
turn each others partners ; balance, a rigadooon 
fiep ; every gentleman turn his partner into her 
place. 
| 2. MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 
All round; four couple turn each others part- 
ners: chaſſee all eight, turn your partners into 


their places, then chaſſee again all by eight, 


then turn their partners again into their places, 
4. MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


All round, all four couple take their partners by 
their hands and by turning go all round to their 


own places; all four couple "by croſſing change 
places ; by chaſſee and rigadoon ſtep return to their 


places. 
31 
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S5. AS YOU LIKE IT. 
All round; right and left four, lead up and turn 


their ladies once round into their places; the other 


four do the ſame; every gentleman turn his part- 

ner, | | | | 
6. TWELFTH NIGHT, OR, WHAT 
YOU WILL. | | 


All round the Quen de Chaſſee by the firſt four, 


the ſame by the ſecond four, the firſt four lead up, 
change their ladies and turn to the other four; 
then clap hands three times and beat three times 
with their feet; then turn their partners into their 
places, the other do the ſame; le Promenade, 
every gentleman turn his partner into her place. 


The Figures of Sixteen Cotillons ; or French Dancer, 
as performed at Court, and all pilite Aſſem- 
| blies, 


| Changes of the following CoT1ILLONS, 


1ſt, Turn your partner with both hands. 

2d, Four ladies hands a croſs. 
. 3d, Four gentlemen hands a-crofs, 

4th, Four ladies hands round. 

5th, Four gentlemen hands round. 

6th, L'Allemande, 

th, La Chaine. 

8th, La Promenade. 

gth, All round. 

N. B. The principal Figure of every Dance 
to be repeated between each chance. 


COTLILLON: 1. 
LA ST. GEORGE 
LL round, four lead, fall back, balance, 


four round, the other four do the ſame, every 


gentleman turn his partner into her place. 


2. LA 
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2. LA FRANCFORT. 

All round, firſt gentleman turn the 2d lady, the 
2d gentleman the 1ſt lady, and ſo on throughout 
the whole company, then each gentleman turn his 
partner, the firſt 4 lead up, the ſecond 4 do the 
ſame, right and left all round, the promenade, 
every gentleman turn his partner into her own 


place, 2 
| 3. LA SYLVIE. | 

All round, the Quen de Chaſſee by the firſt 4, 
the ſame by the ſecond 4, the firſt 4 lead up, change 
their ladies and turn to the other 4, then clap hands 
three times and beat three times with their feet, 
then turn their partners into their places, the other 
4 do the ſame, le promenade, every gentleman 
turn his partner into her place. 8 

4. LA D'AUVERGNE, 

All round, Chaſſee a quatre, all 4 bow, then 
turn ſeparately into their places, the other 4 do the 
ſame, every gentleman turn his partner, 

| 5. LA PONTLEVOY. 

All round, Chaſſee a quatre, hands a-croſs in 
the centre, the other 4 do the ſame, every gentle- 
man turn his partner into her place. | | 
6. LA STRASBOURGEOIVSE. 

All round, firſt 4 turn the other 4, change pla- 
ces, l'Allemande, turn to the other 4 again, the 


other 4 do the ſame, every gentleman turn hi 
partner into her place. | 


7 7. LA LE BLOND. 

All round; Chaſfee a quatre, threaten with one 
ſinger, clap hands round 4, the ſame by the other 
4, every gentleman turn his partner into her own 


place. ITED 
8. LES ECHOS DE PASSY. 

All round, Chaſſee a quatre, threaten with the 
right hand, and beat with the foot, at the ſame 
time the ſame with the left hand and beat a4 

wit 


1 
with the foot, 4 hands a- croſs, the other 4 do the 
ſame; every g gentleman turn his partner into her 


place. 

All round; four lead up, during which other 
four go the Caſſee in the corners; the other four 
lead up, and the firſt four go the Caſſee in the 
corners; every gentleman turp his partner into her 


place. 
10, LA CAREL. 

All round ; four couple turn each others part- 
ners, chaſſee all eight, turn their partners into their 
places, then chaſſee again by all eight; then turn 
their „ 72 their places. 

LA CASCADE. 

All round; ur leap up, balance, a rig 

ſtep, change places by hands a- croſs half round, 


lead up, balance, a rigadoon ſtep, return to their 


places by turning half round four; every gentle- 
man turn his partner into her place. | 
12. LES CAPRICES. 


All round ; four lead up, turn your own hands 


one over the other, clap with one hand, the right 
hand on the breaſt, the left hand the ſame, clap 
hands, turn ſeparately each into their own places, 
the other four do the tame; every gentleman turn 


his 3 
. LA NELLA CAREL. 
All 1 four lead up, hands round four, 
then two paſs under the arms of the othertwo; all 


four join hands and turn round back to back; the 


quen de Chaſſee and right and left by the ſamefour, 
the other four do the fame ; every gentleman t turn 
his partner mY her place. 

. LA GEORGETTE. 
All —_— ; each turn his partner, balance, 
turn each others partners; balance, a rigadoon ſtep, 


every g gentleman turn his partner into her place. 
| 15, LES 
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15, LES PLAISIRS ALLEMANDS. 

All round; right hands and left four, four lead 
up, turn their ladies once round into their places, 
the other four do the ſame; every gentleman turn 
his partner into her place. 

16. LA FETE DU CHATEAU ALLE- 

MANDE. 

All round ; firſt four go the quen de Chaſſee, 
the two ladies turn right Hands in the center, and 
then turn the gentlemen with their left hands, the 
next four do the ſame; every gentleman turn his 
partner into her place. 


A Catalogue if the Names of ſeveral Minucts made 
choice of at the Caſile, &c. 


HE Caſtle Minuet. 
Bath Minuet. 

Dutchefs of Hamilton's, 

Countefs of Coventry's. 
Miſs Woffington's. 
Signor Tenducci's. 
Squire O'Brien's, 
Captain Read's. 

Sig. Le Nemora's. 
Miſs Fiſher's. 

Sig nora Roſalia's. 

Lord Brooke's. 

Lord Townſhend's, 
Capt. Fleming's. 

Lord Charlemont's. 
Lady Sarah Stewart's, 
Miſs Wilſon's. 

Lady Drogheda's. 
Lady Newtown's, 
Lady Blayney's. 

Lady Gore's. 

Lady Carrick's, 

| Ducheſs 
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Dutcheſs of Northumberland” 
'The — . 8. 
Counteſs of 1 
Miſs Catley's. 


Toa ſts, 8 and Hob Nobs, 


A Well ſpent life to make old age happy. 
Proviſion to the unprovided. 


Happy to meet, happy to part, and happy to meet | 


again, 
Love to one, friendſhip to a few, and good will 
to all. 


Relief to all oppreſſed, and diſtreſſed. 


Pleaſure here, and happineſs hereafter. 


Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful. 


Health in freedom, and content in bondage. 
Lenity to the faults of others, and judgment to 
correct our own. 
Independency and a genteel ſufficiency. 
The life we live, with whom we love. 
The pink in its bloſſom 
The roſe in its bloom 
My laſs in my arms 
My rival in his tomb. | 
'The face that charms, and the heart that warms. 
Love and conſtancy, 
May our beſt days paſt be the worſt to come. 
May the honeſt heart never know diſtreſs. 
The pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 
May we never know forrow, but by name. 
Succeſs to the lover and joy to the beloved. 


Love without fear and life without care. 


May our evening's diverſion bear the morning re- 
flection. | 

Frugality without meanneſs. 

All we wiſh and all we want. 


May 
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May vrovidence unite the hearts that love. 

Love of liberty, and liberty in love. 

May authority be amiable without debaſing its 
dignity. | | 

May we learn to know our own hearts better and 

truſt them leſs, | 


May we never pronounce certain judgment with- 
out certain knowledge, 
May we never condemn that in others which we 
| wou'd pardon in ourſelves. | 
May we never be ſo baſe as to envy the happineſs 
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of others. 
May we never find charms in beauty, where mo- 
deſty is wanting. | 
May we never think a rich man wiſe merely for 
| his wealth. | 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes. 
May we always have a friend, and know his 
value. | ; 
May we have in our arms, them we love in our 74 
hearts. | 1 4 
May we never condemn by hear-ſay, nor applaud | 
by faſhion. | 155 


May we be faithful to to our friends, and gene- 
rous to our enemies. | 

May our pride never increaſe our enemies, nor 
put our friends to flight. 

May we rather endeavour to kill an injury by ne- 
gle, than injure ourſelves by revenge. 

Every man good and every woman pleaſed, 

Health, joy and mutual love. 

Content in a cottage, and envy to none. 

May he who wants friendſhip, alſo want friends, 

Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds, 

May we be loved by thoſe whom we love. | 

May the happineſs of others, rather melt us to 

tears of ſenſibility, than the ſmile of indiffe- 


rence, 
8 | May 
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May we be aſhamed to be ſeen in thoſe things which 


carry a juſt infamy with them, 

May ability for doing good be equalled by incli- 
nation. | | | 

May we kiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe whom 
we kiſs, 

May we be rich in friends, rather than money. 


The happy man that contributes his happineſs to 


others, 

May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and 
friends to nothing but merit. | 

May we be more ready to correct our own fault: 
than publiſh the faults of others, 

More friends and leſs need of them, 

Gaiety, and innocence. 

Love for love. 

Love and opportunity. 

Life, love and liberty, 

Univerſal benevolence. 

Decent economy. | 5 

May we never ſo much remember our own virtues, 
as to teach others to remember our vices, 

'The pleaſure in pleaſing. | 

May our benevolence be bounded only by our 
fortunes. 


Conſtancy in love and ſincerity in friendſhip. 


All that gives us pleaſure. | 

A head to earn and a heart to ſpend, 

A good wife and a great many of them. 
May all honeſt ſouls find a friend in need, 


The agreeable rubs of life. 


8 Pan heart that's ſincere gain the ſmiles of the 

-. Atair. 

All good men great, and great men good, 

May our love like our wine improve by its age. 

May the wings of extravagancy, be clipt by the 

ſheers of economy, _ 

The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good omen; 
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May our joys with the fair, give pleaſure to tlie 
heart. | 
Good trade and well paid. | 
May _ happineſs be ſincere and our joys ever- 
laſting. | Es 
Senſe to gain a heart, and merit to keep it. 
Friendthip without intereſt and love without de- 
ne; 
The tea of life, creamed with love, and ſweeten'd 
with matrimony, 
The ſpring of life and harveſt of enjoyment. 
The land we live in, | | 
May we live at eaſe and die in peace, 


May the ſingle be married, and the married happy. 


May our diſtinguiſning mark be merit rather than 
money. on | 

May our days be long and our hearts merry, 

Health and pleaſure, mirth and eaſe. 

May the better fortunes of others, never put us 

out of conceit with our own, 

Every honeſt man his right, and every rogue a 
halter, 5 

The ſweets of friendſhip and the joys oſ love. 

May our virtues, be rather the effect of religion, 
than the gift of nature. 

Healths, hearts, homes, and inclinations. 

Health and content to all our abſent friends. 

May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 

Succeſs to the lover, honour to the biave, 5 

Health to the ſick, and freedom to the ſlave. 

'The man of my hopes, and the hopes of my heart, 

Sightly, ſprightly, ſweet, and ſincere. 

May we always be bleſt with thoſe we love beſt. 

May we never taſte the apples of affliction, 

May temptation never conquer virtue, 

More induſtry and leſs vanity to the people of 
Ireland, | 


Days of eaſe and nights of pleaſure, 
| 5 May 
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5177 thoſe that love truly be always believed, and 
none but deceivers be deceived, 
Peace and plenty. 
arent love blows the gale let prudence . be the 
ot, | 
The 1 of virtue and what virtue grants. 

All fortune's daughters, but the eldeſt. 

Love's laws and thoſe laws fulfilled. | 
May our modeſty reſtrain the uncivil tongue, and 
chain up the licentious hand. 

May ourdelicacy never meet with a frigid recep- 
_ _ tion, nor our modeſty with a cool indifference, 
| Conſtancy in love and fincerity in Fan. 
Pleaſure in view, but never out of reach. 

The agreeable circle of our female acquaintance, 
May the man we love be hongft, and the land we 

| live in free, 

May our innocence ever afford us 3 whic 

the lewd man never enjoys, 

Plenty to the generous mind. % 

Money to him that has ſpirit to uſe it, 

And life to him that has courage to loſe it. 

Love after enjoyment. 

The union of two fond hearts. 

The honeſt patriot and unbiaſſed Iriſhman, **| 
May ker ever continue in the friends. of Ire- 

and. 

A ſpeedy relief to the wants of the diſtreſſed. 
The liberal hand that gives to ſome and lends tc 
| others. 

'The ſteady friends of Ireland, 
May we always be able to reſiſt the aſſaults of 

proſperity and adverſity. 
May our joy and vigour be united, _ both 
__ extenſive. 

Memory full of honour. 

Toilſome pleaſure, pleaſing toil. 


FINIS. 


